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To  the  Professors  and  Students  of  Victoria  College 
Past,  Present  and  Future. 


"When  the  task  is  grey  in  the  doing, 
And  heavy  the  load  on  the  wain, 

It  heartens  to  see  a  yoke  fellow 

Brace  shoulders  that  bunch  to  the  strain, 

To  know  the  team's  work  is  divided, 
That  taut  is  the  leading-chain. 

— S.S.M. 


IForeworO, 

The    day    when    Victoria    College,    with    all    its 

•ciations,  can  be  summed  up  as  "the  old  clay 
patch  at  Kelburne,"  is  passing  away.  There  are 
.some  to  whom  the  College  will  be  still  "the  old 
clay  patch"  when  her  hill  sides  are  clothed  with 
green  and  her  yet  unbuilt  hall  "with  ivy  grown." 
To  these  this  little  book  will  need  no  apology. 

It  is,  however,  our  belief  that  some  of  the  verses 
which  have  appeared  during  this  first  decade  of  the 
College — in  the  "Spike"  and  elsewhere — have  a 
value  which  it  were  treason  to  forget.  Many  of  the 
students  of  to-day  have  never  heard  of  the  "Ode  on 
the  Laying  of  the  Foundation  Stone."  To  such  Ave 
hope  that  these  verses  may  be  very  welcome. 

"We  are  persuaded  that  those  outside  the  Uni- 
versity who  are  interested  in  letters  will  find  some 
promise  and  not  a  little  interest  in  these  pages. 

It  will  be  seen  that  most  of  the  verses  which 
stand  out  on  their  own  merit,  appear  over  the 
initials  "S.S.M."  It  is  to  Seaforth  Mackenzie  that 
we  owe  all  that  is  best  in  our  heritage  of  song. 

It  is  hoped  that  this  book  will  to  some  extent  set 
a  standard — a  standard  which,  we  trust,  will  in  the 
future  be  oftentimes  reached  and  passed.  It  is  in 
this  hope  that  we  publish  the  words  of  some  of  the 
most  typical  of  the  Victoria  College  Capping  Songs 
and  the  text  of  "Munchums" — the  first  of  a  series 
of  musical  extravaganzas  arranged  for  production  as 
tableaux  vivants.  This  form  of  carnival  entertain- 
ment we  believe  to  be  distinctive  of  Victoria  College, 
and  one  which  is  well  worth  preserving.  It  belongs 
at  least  to  "the  old  clay  patch." 

VvTe  wish  to  express  our  thanks  to  Mr.  George  F. 
Dixon  for  his  help  in  preparing  this  volume  for 
publication. 

F.A.M. 
December  1st,  1910.  S.B. 


©fce. 

On  the  Laying  of  the  Foundation  Stone  of  Victoria  College, 

27th  August,   1904. 

I. 

Here  in  the  common  clay, 
Here  in  our  strait  demesne, 
Lay  we  the  stone  in  trust, 
Waiting  the  fuller  day: 
Gladly  for  gift  and  gain 
Rift  the  light  from  its  shroud ; 
Sow  the  grain  of  Desire 
Down  in  the  dark  of  the  dust : 
Raise  for  fellow  to  sun  and  cloud 
Upward-yearn  of  a  climbing  spire! 

This  for  our  fruited  close, 

This  for  our  park  and  pale; 

Xot  where  the  violet  blows 

Far  from  the  haste  of  feet; 

Not  where  4;he  world-voices  fail, 

Challenging  throng  and  speed; 

But  by  the  furling  sheet, 

But  by  the  trailing  reek, 

By  the  tide's  wash,  with  its  tang  on  our  cheek, 

Watch  we  the  City,  learn  we  its  creed. 

Depth  of  the  depthless  skies; 

Cloud-chased  dapple  on  hills; 

Wealth  of  the  sunsets'  dyes; 

Health  of  the  wind  that  fills 

Canvas  with  keenness  to  reach 

Out  to  the  purple  meads ; 

Heights  whence  we  cannot  hide 

Light  from  the  seekers'  needs; — 

These  for  our  grace,  our  right,  our  pride ! 

— Seised  in  fee,  and  none  may  impeach. 

B 


2  THE    OLD    CLAY    PATCH 

II. 

Ring  of  a  charger's  snaffle,  roar  of  a  cannonade; 

Years  ago  on  a  Spanish  field, 

Blind  with  the  stab  of  a  summer  sun; 
Flash  of  the  hate  of  the  bayonets,  breach  where  the 
batteries  played; 

Galloping  hoofs  when  the  bugle  pealed; 

Swinging  line,  and  the  silenced  gun — 

Many  a  thanks,  O  Wellington ! 

Many  a  thanks  for  the  fight  you  won, 

Years  ago  on  the  Spanish  field; 
Telling  us  so  to  play  the  game 
Here  on  the  heights  that  inherit  the  name. 

III. 

Be  this  the  Citadel  that  we  shall  guard 

Inviolate,  by  service  for  her  fame; 

Our  thews  her  honour  and  our  troth  her  shield 

Troth  welding  grey  walls  faster  than  the  frame. 

Her  fight  we'll  fight  upon  the  strenuous  field 

Until  the  finish — loyal  and  keen  and  hard. 

For  her  will  the  unselfish  try  be  got, 

And  for  her  cause  the  winning  goal  be  shot; 

There  will  be  praise  and  handshake, — warm  and  real, 

And  closest  union  for  our  common  weal. 

rv. 

No  more  our  step  will  be  a  trespasser 
Beneath  the  portals  of  an  overlord: 
But  there  will  be  the  greeting  and  the  stir 
Of  fellowship  within  our  rightful  Hall. 
There  will  be  wassail  at  our  festal  board, 
Glad  voices,  gay  Terpsichorean  throngs; 
And  we  will  make  the  ringing  roof  recall 
The  rousing  chorus  of  our  college-songs: 
Giving  the  gold  sand  of  a  social  hour, 
Taking  with  reverence  Knowledge  for  all  dower. 
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V. 

We  will  be  of  the  world  and  feel  its  heart 
Beat,  and  our  own  will  beat  in  sympathy; 
But  we  will  keep  a  little  space  apart 
And  sown  with  rosemary,  for  our  abode 
Within  the  windows  opening  on  the  sea. 
And  if  the  dust  be  all  about  our  tread, 
And  white  the  glare  along  the  climbing  road, 
Clear  thought  will  come  of  how  the  East  was  red 
With  promise,  and  the  lanes  with  blossom  rife, 
And  fresh  the  dew  upon  the  lawn  of  life, 

VI. 

Clear  face  of  Pallas,  will  thine  eyes  be  kind 

Toward  tby  fane  for  ever?     Let  the  light 

Press  of  thy  sandals,   'neath  thy  stola  white, 

Pass,  that  there  may  be  sweetness  as  of  wind 

Among  ripe  clover,  for  an  open  mind 

To  cull  and  claim  for  treasure,  charm,  and  right ; 

That  we  may  know  all  purity  and  might 

Of  Culture's  thrall,  in  which  our  days  we  bind. 

Lay  to  our  lips  the  cup  wherein  is  mixed 
The  potency  of  Knowledge,  Science,  Truth,  — 
The  fair-chased  chalice-bowl  for  which  athirst 
A  many  eyes  keep  vigil,  through  all  ruth, 
With  gaze  for  thy  pure  oval  features  fixed, — 
Deeming  thee,  Pallas,  of  Olympus  first. 

S.S.M. 
"Spike,"  1904. 


IRelson. 

The  sun  that  set  at  Trafalgar  and  shed 
Glory  on  England,  like  a  star  that  dies 

.ving  the  earth  a  light  though  it  be  dead, 
Flames  evermore  to  our  believing  eyes. 
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We  cannot  doubt  thee,  Nelson ;  thou  hast  placed 
Thy  spell  upon  the  battle-haunted  sea 
That  we  have  loved,  and  there  thy  name  is  traced; 
"We  cannot  love  it  without  loving  thee. 

Oh  splendour  of  renown  where  every  tide 
Floated  thy  menace  to  the  foeman's  shore. 
What  if  the  eagle  in  the  dome  abide, 
Outwatching  tempests  far  below — no  more 
Than  thy  great  realm  his  empery ;  the  wind 
Bore  thy  unconquerable  thunder  far, 
Till  death  that  loveth  sacrifice  was  kind 
To  thee,  for  ever  England's  avatar. 

Like  Wycliffe's  ashes  thy  dear  shade  has  passed 
Over  the  waters  of  the  earth  that  we 
Should  find  our  freedom :  we  shall  hold  it  fast 
Till  England  is  no  longer  true  to  thee. 
And  we  her  children  far  upon  the  main, 
Where  never  any  but  her  cannon  call, 
Share  for  thy  triumph  her  immortal  pain, 
For  thee  the  humblest  keep  a  festival. 

Hubert  Church. 
"Spike,"  1905. 


"1R>ae  te  Biliget  Wnam. 


> » 


Calpurnius,  Eclogues  ix.,  44. 

When  you  and  I  are  apart  (Alas!) 

The  fairest  lilies  are  dark  with  despair, 

And  the  roses  are  pale  with  grief  to  the  tips. 

The  imperial  purple  maragon 

Droops  wan  to  the  ground  that  you  walked  upon 

The  myrtle  yields  no  scent  as  I  pass ; 

Not  the  faintest  breath  from  the  laurel  slips 

To  fill  a  want  in  the  summer  air. 
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But  should  you  come  again,  0  my  heart ! 

The  lilies  would  sway  in  their  pure  delight, 

And  a  flush  from  the  tips  of  the  roses  start. 

The  listless  grace  of  the  maragon 

Would  rise  from  your  feet,  and  its  purple  don; 

And  myrtle  and  laurel  would  yield  their  scent, 

Of  your  own  soul-sweetness  redolent, 

And  the  blue  weather  break  from  the  brows  of  Night. 

For  Pallas  loves  the  berries  filled 

Lip-red,  with  the  ripeness  bursting  through; 

And  Bacchus,  the  joy  the  crushed  grapes  out-spilled ; 

Priapus,  the  tumbling  orchard-yields; 

And  Pales,  the  stretch  of  the  happy  fields: 

But  Idas — he  knoweth  no  world  but  you. 

S.S.M. 
"Spike,"  1905. 

Cbanson  Griste. 

O  College,  fit  subject  for  eloquent  praises, 
In  odes  and  in  stanzas  and  rhetoric 's  mazes ; 
Just  listen  to  us,  your  poor  servants  so  humble, 
"We're  part  of  your  life,  and  we'll  fall  when  you 
crumble. 

Song  of  tbe  IDcntilators. 

We  are  really  quite  the  latest,  most  attractive  up- 

to-datest 
Thing  in   modern  ventilators. 
There    arc    many    potent    factors,    why    intelligent 

contractors. 
And  the  Council  Board  have  backed  us; 
tor  we're  neat  and  ornamental,   and  our  style  is 

Oriental, 
<1  the  noise  we  make  is  gentle; 
we're  really  not  prepared  to,  no  we  certainly 

don't  care  to 
Condescend  to  let  the  air  through. 
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Bono  of  tbe  TKIUnoows. 

Sad  is  the  song  that  we  sing  you,  woeful  the  tale 

that  we  tell ; 
Hark   to   the   story   we   bring  you,   mark   you   our 

misery  well. 
Cold  are  the  rains  that  bedew  us,  savage  the  winds 

that  are  dashed, 
Many  strange  faces  look  through  us,  few  are  the 

times  that  we're  washed. 
And  we're  shakin',  shakin',  shakin',  and  our  hearts 

are  slowly  breakin', 
And  we  haven't  any  rest  by  day  or  night; 
And  the  wind  against  us  crashes,  and  we're  shiverin' 

in  our  sashes, 
For  they  haven 't  made  the  bloomin '  things  near  tight. 

Song  of  tbe  plaster. 

Heigh  Ho !  I  am  the  plaster,  and 

I'm  made  by  some  great  master  hand; 

You  surely  will  not  doubt  it. 

And  if  you  see  a  drop  or  two 

Of  dampness,  use  a  mop  or  two, 

And  say  no  more  about  it. 

"What  if  I  chip  and  crack  a  bit, 
In  beauty  I  don't  lack  a  bit, 
My  colour  is  perfection. 
There's  nothing  really  mean  in  me, 
If  any  one  will  lean  on  me, 
I'll  part  with  my  complexion. 

%']£m>oi. 

0  College,  fit  subject  for  eloquent  praises, 
In  odes  and  in  stanzas  and  rhetoric's  mazes. 
Take  heed  of  the  tale  of  your  servants  so  humble, 
Who 're  part  of  your  life,  and  who'll  fall  when  you 
crumble. 

"Spike,"  1906.  S.E. 
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Hn  HppcaL 

0  you  who  bent  the  gaze  of  clear  young  eyes, 
In  ended  terras  when  Fortune's  face  was  kind, 
Upon  the  page  lit  by  the  cloistered  glow 
Of  the  bright  Lamp  of  Knowledge, — will  not  you 
Pass  on  what  shed  a  grace  about  your  path 
To  other  outstretched  hands,  before  your  own 
Are  folded  past  the  power  of  giving  aught? 

0  you  who  missed  this  fruit  for  which  you  reached 
And  felt  a  want  hands  could  not  close  upon ; 
But,  turning,  bowed  the  beauty  of  the  bush, 
And  swung  the  plough  upon  the  clearing-slope, 
Until  your  fields  are  yellowing  with  Content, — 
Will  you  not  give  a  largess  now  you  may, 
Knowing  the  colour  and  the  light  you  craved? 

S.S.M. 

"Spike,"  1904. 


Hn  Hutumn  Evening. 

Evening  of  perfect  April  day, 

Mirror  of  Autumn  sea, 
Shivered  by  fitful  airs  that  sway 
The  glittering  wavelets  o'er  the  bay 

To  kiss  the  harbour  quay. 

Calm  of  the  sun  now  westering  low, 

Glory  of  cloudy  isles, 
Far  and  aloof  on  the  wide  sea-bow, 
Aetherial  archipelago, 

Bathed  in  the  sunset  smiles. 

Shadow  of  lonely  mountain  height 

Lengthening  o'er  the  plain, 
Pillar   of  smoke   ascending  light 
Prom  cottage  ingle,  while  the  night 
<lrows  in  the  Easl  again. 
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Glimmer  of  lights  in  the  gloaming  sky, 

Glimmer  of  lights  on  the  hill, 
Murmur  of  restless  surf,  faint  sigh 
Of  breathing  pines,  late  owl's  lone  cry; 

All  else  is  dark  and  still. 

A.  F.  T.  Chorlton. 

"Spike,"  1907. 


Empire. 


Extracts  from  a  poem  in  blank  verse,  varied  by  Songs,  which  won 
tJie  Macmillan- Brown  Memorial  Prize,  1903. 

Ube  %o\\q  ot  tbe  Sea. 

I  am  the  field  of  the  Empire's  yield, 

The  nurse  of  their  roving  breed; 
I  am  stress  and  strain;  but  I'm  sinew  and  brain 

And  action;  I  write  my  creed 
On  the  shifting  shoal,  in  the  lee-shore  roll, 

Iu  the  thread  of  the  reef-ringed  strait^ 
In  the  cyclone's  race,  on  the  loose  berg's  face, 

In  the  dread  of  a  fog-bound  freight. 

I  have  led  men  out  to  the  fever  and  drought, 

On  the  wings  of  the  Tradewind's  pride, 
Round  the  reeling  Horn,  east  where  sun  is  born, 

And  west  where  the  sun  has  died. 
I  have  brought  them  back  from  the  floe  and  pack, 

From  the  fight  on  the  Spanish  Main, 
From  the  Celebes  and  the  south-spread  seas 

And  the  beat  of  the  Monsoon's  rain. 
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Zbc  Song  of  tbe  flDercbant  iRavp. 

We  have  thrashed  through  the  Channel's  short  seas; 

We  have  bent  to  the  Biscay's  play; 
We  have  raced  at  the  Tradewind's  bidding; 

We  have  lurched  into  Table  Bay; 
We  have  wasted  the  winds  of  heaven 

In  the  wait  for  the  rain-stayed  wool ; 
And  we've  whistled  the  breeze  in  the  offing, 

With  the  holds  and  cabins  full. 


And  then  the  long  lie  at  the  stream  buoy ! 

With  never  a  bale  aboard; 
With  the  weed  and  shell  on  the  bilge-plates. 

With  the  Home-winds  all  abroad; 
And  the  clean  sleek  liners  dipping 

The  ensign,  as  they  glide 
Athwart  to  the  curve  of  skyline 

To  the  churn  of  the  twin-screws'  pride. 

Aye,  let  them  pass  in  their  triumph. 

With  the  reek  and  the  engine's  ring; 
And  give  me  the  grace  of  the  clipper, 

And  the  spread  of  the  clipper's  wing. 
For  the  white  sails  sought  out  the  pathways 

On  the  face  of  every  sea, 
And  with  tramp  and  liner  have  builded 

Our  Temple  of  Unity. 

For  it's  "England,  England,  England!" 

Whatsoever  course  ye  shape: 
Be  it  round  the  Horn,  through  Suez, 

Or  west  to  the  midway  Cape. 
V.s.  it's  "England,  England,  England!" 

That's  the  screw's  or  the  halyards'  song, 
"Home,  home  to  the  Mother  with  our  freight; 
calls,  and  we've  tarried  long." 
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So  the  last  truck's  laid  alongside, 

And  the  last  bale  in  her  hold, 
And  the  hungry  hunkers  plenished, 

And  the  last  long  tally  told; 
And  the  bluff  bows  swing  out  seaward, 

And  the  winch-rope  glances  home, 
With  the  engines  throbbing  (like  our  hearts) 

As  the  sunk  screw  whips  the  foam. 

We  bring  Her  the  flush  of  the  Tropic ; 

We  bring  Her  the  prairie's  spoil; 
We  bring  Her  the  drought-fought,  snow-fought  clip; 

We  bring  Her  the  rich  ore's  toil. 
And  She  saith:  "I  love  your  wake-lines, 

And  your  hulls  on  the  sea-sky  ridge, 
For  ye  are  the  wefts  of  our  family  web, 

The  spans  of  our  Empire-bridge. 


The  hills  have  fed  the  valleys  with  their  loam 
Through  the  dark  winter's  rains  all  silently; 
From  the  sere  sorrow  of  the  Autumn's  mould 
Life  gathers  in  the  fresh  strong  April  leaf; 
The  ripe  pine-pollen  showered  upon  the  wind, 
Where  findeth  it  the  earth?     It  works  its  work. 
Not  what  the  past  held  ringing  great  will  die ! 
The  deed  that  in  its  heat  won  from  the  world — 
Claiming  a  kindred  with  some  hardy  son — 
A  clamorous  recognition,  that  did  pulse 
The  life-blood  hotly  in  a  quickened  race, 
And  swept  aside  the  thoughts  that  feed  on  self,— 
Awakening  the  full  true  play  of  life, 
Or  lit  like-soul  with  purpose  strong  and  high, — 
Such  passeth  not  into  the  Silence ;  years 
May  rib  and  rob  the  Earth  in  their  flood-tide, 
But  what  hath  turned  the  current  of  the  soul 
Into  a  channel  broadly  human, — this 
Not  wholly  dieth,  though  its  sleep  be  long. 
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Believe  not,  sister,  that  'tis  lost  to  thee. 

All  that  the  heroes  wrought  through  my  long  day 

Was  wrought  for  thee,  though  thou  wast  yet  unborn. 

Tales  of  the  All  staked  for  the  heart's  ideal — 

The  one  against  the  many — life  flung  by 

For  country's  love  and  Empire's  unity, — 

Not  with  the  ashes  dies  the  fire  of  these. 

Young  grow  my  years  as  my  fond  thoughts  recall 

Those  that  toiled  greatly  for  my  furtherance, 

Or  fed  my  flame  with  one  grand  masterstroke. 


Sister,  mine  eyes  look  yearward.     They  would  see 

"What  there  was  great  and  noble  in  my  life, 

That  in  thy  heart  enthroned;  and  what  was  mean, 

That  lacking,  and  the  lesson  it  did  teach 

Set  to  a  useful  purpose ;  they  would  see 

The  home-land  bound  to  her  far  colonies 

By  the  quick-beating  of  like-influenced  heart, 

By  the  warm  pulsing  of  the  kindly  blood, 

By  the  full-freighted  hull  from  port  to  port, 

And  by  the  gathering  at  a  common  shrine 

Of  culture — yea.  the  storied,  studious  halls 

Filled  with  the  fresh  voice  of  the  outer  seas ; 

(As  in  the  thought  of  one  strong  son  of  mine). 


Ah,  sister,  take  this  thought  home  to  thy  heart, 
Nought  that  thou  dost  availeth,  save  it  flow 
From  Truth  and  Justice — meaner  streams  may  sear 

e  landscape  in  a  freshet,  bu1  they  can 
'  larve  no  abiding  channel  to  i lie  sea; 
Wherefore  be  heedful  thai  thy  heart  is  pure, 
And  beating  for  the  higher  Life  of  man. 
I  charge  thee  by  the  thoughl  lines  on  thy  brow, 
I  c  targe  i  bee  by  the  Chrisl  thou  holdesl  dear, — 

That  thou  do  never  from  the  Lusl  of  lauds 

Or  greed  of  power  pick  quarrel.     Lend  thine  aid, 
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Without  the  cold  dictates  of  policy, 

Unto  the  cry  of  weaker  one  oppressed, 

And  what  thy  people's  conscience  doth  dictate, — 

That  do,  and  leave  thy  prestige  unto  God. 

I  take  thy  hand  all  trustful :  I  believe 

That  with  the  years  the  earth  rolls  nearer  Eight, 

And  Truth,  and  Knowledge,  Justice,  Love  of  Good. 

S.S.M. 

"Spike,"  1903. 


Gbe  Christmas  IRose. 


After  tlie  French  of  Gabriel  Vicaire. 

'Neath  snow  and  wind  which  join  their  hostile  might 
From  wondrous  Autumn  fades  his  glowing  dye  : 
Good-bye,  0  life,  0  joy,  0  flowers  good-bye! 
And  murmuring  wood  and  trembling  ray  of  light. 

The  kindly  sanctuary  is  closed  again, 
The  splendid  sunsets  have  o'erspent  their  glow, 
Leaves  flee  away,  away,  like  souls  that  go 
Life-tired  and  sad  with  having  loved  in  vain. 

Of  the  high  festival  no  echo  stays — 
Beneath  a  farewell  sun's  yet  beauteous  power 
No  more  we  see  the  gold  chrysanthemum  flower 
Yield  to  the  cold  wind  in  the  garden  ways. 

Bare  sleeps  the  world  beneath  the  heaven's  vast, 
No  gleam  reflects  the  smiling  of  the  sky; 
And  yet,  Ah  yes,  timid  and  frail  and  shy 
There  comes  the  Christmas  Rose  to  us  at  last. 

Doth  she  perhaps  a  child  of  magic  grow? 
She  who  hath  power  to  blossom  in  the  night; 
When  all  seems  dying,  opening  to  the  light, 
Pale  winter  rose — born  underneath  the  snow. 
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Tis  not,  indeed,  the  rose  of  joy  and  light, 
'Tis  not  that  by  its  power  a  spell  is  cast, 
But  'tis  a  flower,  and  'tis  the  very  last 
Claiming  glad  greeting  in  its  humble  might. 

Thus  when  hath  vanished  life's  time  of  glee, 
When  fled  forever  is  the  dream's  fair  guise, 
In  the  cold  heart-depths  there  is  that  doth  rise, 
Which  fain  would  smile,  and  blossoms  wistfully. 

Nena  M.  Daniel  (nee  Newall). 
"Spike,"  1903. 


Superannuated. 


"  Wait  till  you  come  to  forty-year." — Wamba's  Song. 

Out  in  the  fields  the  forwards  are  a-lining; 

The  backs  are  crouched  all  ready  in  their  place. 
Cold  and  grey,  with  a  wink  of  sun  a-shining — 

It's  just  the  day  for  scrum,  and  rush,  and  pace. 
Hard  the  luck  that  I  must  sit  here  whining, 

And  watch  another  fill  the  vacant  space : 
While  for  the  fresh  old  fight  my  heart  is  pining, 

And  for  the  times  when  I  was  in  the  race. 

"Spike,"  1906.  S,S,M' 


H  Ballafc  of  the  (Bolfcen  Minfc. 

We  have  left  our  love  at  home  dreaming,  in  a  Devon 
combe, 
Of  the  days  before  the  world  was  our  desire, — 
When  the  froth-flecked  toiling  team,  and  the  sickle's 
A  i.  .rleam, 

Were  the  life  of  which  our  hearts  could  never  tire. 
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But  we  watched  the  wash  of  the  westward  seas, 
And  the  trail  of  the  falling  gold, 

Till  the  hunger  of  soul's  unrest  was  born 
For  the  magic  no  lips  had  told. 

To  the  rippling  flood-tide  plash,  to  the  swung  oars' 
feathered  flash, 
To  the  silver  of  the  sail  aslant  the  blue, 
And  the  strange  talk  on  the  quay,  where  they  go 
down  to  the  sea, 
We  have  lost  our  heart :  so  seek  we  luck  or  rue. 
It's  a  wring  of  the  hand  of  l'riend  or  kin, 

Then  the  race  of  a  clean,  keen  wake, 
All  astern  to  the  softly-cradling  coast, 
And  the  fields  that  our  feet  forsake. 

For   the    sailing   seagull's    cry,    and   the    quivering 
fenceless  sky, 
And  the  glow  where  grand  Orion  wills  his  bath, 
And  the  combers'  rock-flung  speech,  and  the  shining 
Channel  reach ; 
These  be  things  that  win  a  man's  thought  from  the 
hearth. 
Oh,  the  pulse  of  the  summer-sunlit  seas, 

And  the  call  of  the  spacious  morn ! 

We  will  follow  the  fire  of  sunset  clouds, 

We  will  hide  in  the  mists  of  dawn ! 

Be  the  coast-fog  creeping  blind; — ours,  the  frolick- 
ing fresh  wind 
Athwart  the  untamed  horses  that  he  rides! 
Ours,  the  music  of  the  spars  swinging  under  stern 
and  stars 
As  the  lithe  Hind  shakes  the  .sea-pack  from  her 
sides. 
For  the  stretch  of  the  drawing  cloud  aloft, 

For  the  hiss  of  the  baffled  crest, — 
We  have  prayed  as  we  prayed  for  the  sapphire 

South, 
And  the  breath  of  the  waiting  West. 
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So  we  chase  the  Summer  south  to  the  flooding  Plata- 
mouth, 
And  we  thread  the  windy  straits, — forlorn — alone; 
Taking   all    and    giving   nought    (for    our   love    of 
Philip's  Court); 
Running  league-long  to  the  rich  sun 's  island  throne. 
To  the  land  aflush  with  the  fragrant  flower, 

To  a  glamour  of  afternoon, 
To  the  languid  lift  of  a  lazy  swell, 
To  the  thrall  of  a  tropic  moon. 

In  the  witchery  of  flight  through  the  deep-arched 
lustrous  night, 
"We  have  drained  brimm'd  draughts  of  beauty  to 
the  lees ; 
Wooded  cove  and  island  creek,  sun-searched  city, 
staring  peak — 
These  have  bought  for  our  soul's  hunger  a  surcease. 
And  the  hush  of  a  windless,  endless  sea, 

The  sights  of  the  utter  Pale, 
Have  wooed  with  a  wonder  all  wildly  new, 
Till  the  wonder  is  overstate. 

Out  beyond  the  bounds  of  grace,  where  we  looked 
life  in  the  face, 
He  flung  to  us  his  gifts  of  strength  and  power; 
And  the  bluff  health  of  the  breeze,  and  the  secrets 
of  the  seas, 
We  have  taken  for  our  deathless  English  dower. 
So  we  beat  and  clew  from  the  Southern  Cross 

To  the  track  of  the  homeward  Wain. 
With  the  love  of  tide  and  shoal  and  send, 
And  the  world  for  our  fighting  gain. 

With  a  whisper  overside  when  the  hazy  headlands 
spiel. 
With  a  heart  all  eager  at  the  wealth  before, 
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Then  abeam  the  old-time  Hoe  and  the  green  none 
else  may  show, 
It  is  port,  and  home,  and  Devonfields  once  more. 
But  we  watch  the  wash  of  the  westward  seas, 

Feel  the  call  of  the  spacious  morn, 
And  a  pang  for  the  full  free  life  awakes — 
And  Ho !  for  the  cloudy  bourne. 

S.S.M. 
"Spike,"  1903. 


Sailor,  that  strove  with  cloud,  and  wave,  and  chance 

To  trace  the  pathless  border  of  a  sea, 

The  chanting  vestal  of  eternity 

Awakened  from  invulnerable  trance 

By  thy  devotion ;  thou  that  hadst  the  glance 

To  pierce  the  mocking  veil  of  mystery 

Over  our  waters,  make  our  vision  free 

To  catch  the  golden  flame  of  circumstance; 

To  find  in  duty  a  greater  than  the  hour 

Of  triumph,  something  that  the  mighty  sun 

Hath  not  in  his  dominion ;  bid  us  learn 

Thy  lesson,  that  the  humblest  hath  the  power, 

From  the  poor  world,  his  labour  duly  done, 

"With  eyes  of  shining  happiness  to  turn. 

Hubert  Church. 
"Spike,"  1906. 
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Certain  flDaiims  of  1bafi3*  n. 


Garnered  from  tlie   President's  Address  to  tlie   Debating  Society, 

1902. 

I. 

If  the  words  are  easily  spoken,  and  students  tender 
and  green, 
Does  the  bashful  young  man  hang  back  for  the 
deep-seated  wisdom  of  age? 
If  the  girls  look  on  admiring,  their  sweetest  smiles 
to  be  seen, 
He  suits  his  sense  to  their  brains,  the  young  and 
resourceful  sage. 

II. 

"Who  rule  the  ballot,  my  friend — to  them  shall  we 

bow  the  knee, 
Make   you  peace   with  the   women — they   boss   the 

poll  at  V.C. 

III. 

To   win,  then,   be   furbished   and  groomed,   with   a 

collar  that's  likely  to  throttle, 
Comb  your  hair,  curl  your  "mou,"   'tis  best, — for 

authority,  see  Aristotle. 

IV. 

In  casting  your  jokes,  remember,   before  they  are 

finally  rigged, 
No  trouble's  so  wasteful  as  that  which  is  spent  on  a 

joke  that  cannot  be  "twigged." 

V. 

Jiuf   when  humour  unseen  is  attempted,   'tis  always 

lust    in  the  main. 
If  you  value  tin:  joke  you  have  "swatted,"  to  stop 

;m<l   explain. 

guardian,  g  ,-,  preserver,  or  professor. 
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VI. 

'Tis  said  that  the  brave  gain  the  fair,  that  discretion 
becomcth  the  brave; 
And  'tis  true  that  a  good  speech  will  lack  neither 
judgment  nor  "spunk," 
Wherefore    consider    your    subject    once — sober — 
discretion  to  save, 
Then,   that    boldness   your   councils    may    enter, 
consider  a  second  time — drunk. 

VII. 

To  make  of  yourself  a  fool,  oft  wants  both  courage 

and  brain, 
Be  a  nuisance  to  kind-hearted  friends,  and  to  enemies 

be  as  a  pain. 

VIII. 

'Tis  good  to  be  good,  they  say,  and  we  know  that 

you  would  if  you  could, 
But  be  good  within  limits,  young  man,  and  be  not,  I 

implore  you,  Toogood. 

IX. 

But  of  all  the  good  maxims,  I  say,  of  debaters — I've 
said  it  before — 

This  one  is  the  pick, 
Get  to  know  what  the  audience  wants  you  to  say 
before  you  get  on  to  floor, 
And  pile  it  on  thick. 

P.A.M. 
"Spike,"  1902. 
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Xafce  ffimfcaki. 

When  all  the  world  beside,  quick  lips  would  praise, 

Thou  keepest  thine  own  court, — aloof  and  chaste. 

Lost  avalanches,  down  shale  facings  raced, 

Call  dying  homage,  and  the  glacier  pays 

Full  tribute,  where  the  sapping  water  slays 

The  gleaming  ice-forms  with  a  sword  of  haste. 

Thy  life  the  draining  sky  and  sea-rim  waste, 

But  thou  and  charm  abide  through  cloistered  days. 

Winged  outlaws  know  thy  sanctuary-pale; 
Stars  climb  to  gaze  upon  thy  beauty  prone; 
One  on  whose  vigil  Time  shall  not  prevail, — 
White  with  the  cares  each  hostile  year  bestows — 
The  chief  of  all  the  captains  round  thy  throne, 
Great  Aorangi  guards  a  queen's  repose. 


S.S.M. 


"Spike,"  1905. 


Gbose  (Soofcolfcap. 

Those  Anglo-Saxon  days  are  gone, 

On  Time's  elusive  courser, 
When  Hengest  sang  his  warlike  song, 

And  thereupon  grew  Horsa; 
When  men  did  nought  but  fight  and  drink, 
And  no  one  troubled  much  to  think. 
With  waes  hail,  drink  hail,  kisses  three, 
Ah,  those  were  days  for  you  and  me. 

'Twas  stroke  for  stroke  and  blow  for  blow, 
Where  takers  vied  with  givers; 

Then  wholly  non-existent  fleets 
Sailed  non-existent  rivers. 

Then  troop  met  troop  in  fierce  campaign, 

Till  every  single  mac  was  slain. 

Yet  ere  another  moon  grew  pale. 

The  dead  came  back  to  tell  the  talc 
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Sensation  had  they,  flesh  and  bone, 

To  test  it  no  appliance; 
Psychology  was  then  unknown, 

As  seance  or  as  science; 
And  Bells  rang  always  true  and  sound. 
And  who  was  Stout  was  mostly  round, 
And  Hunters  hunted  after  rations 
Far  more  substantial  than  sensations. 

King  Alfred  wrote  a  charming  tome, 

His  "Hints  on  Pedagogy," 
What  time  examiners  at  Home 

Were  still  an  unknown  bogey. 
And  when  the  poor  passed  round  their  hats, 
All  ostentatious  Plutocrats, 
(They  called  them  ring-  or  treasure-givers) 
Showed  they  had  hearts  as  well  as — livers. 

Their  language  then  was  not  too  nice, 

A  truth  we  shan't  expand  on; 
It  bore  in  fact  a  larger  spice 

Of  brandy  than  of  Brandon. 
Their  learned  men  were  scarce  and  few, 
Nor  were  they  overwhelmed  with  screw; 
An  axe,  a  skull,  an  indentation, 
Dispensed  with  Superannuation. 

But  now  thou  hast  made  bitter,  Sweet, 

Those  days,  with  dull  Selections. 
And  Authors  who  were  once  complete 

Come  bobbing  up  in  sections. 
Ah,  were  those  days  but  back  again, 
And  could  King  Alfred  rule  again ; 
With  waes  hail,  drink  hail,  kisses  three, 
Ah,  those  were  days  for  you  and  me. 


Spike,"  1907. 


S.E. 
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Hn  Hutosrapb. 


To  a  Departing  Rhodes  Scholar. 

Dear  F ,  we  give  you  our  best  stable  nag, 

And  slip  the  rails  for  you,  and  bid  you  ride 
Along  the  trails  of  Science  fresh  and  wide. 
Don't  miss  the  track,  nor  slacken  rein,  nor  flag. 

And  we  will  sit  and  smoke  beside  the  hearth, 
Sit  in  the  light  of  mediocrity ; 
And  in  among  the  fire  logs  we  shall  see 
The  lure  and  lustre  of  your  golden  path. 

As  often  as  the  wood  ash  rustles  down 
And  settles,  we  shall  know  it  is  because 
The  air  is  restless  from  the  loud  applause 
Far  distant  in  a  savant-peopled  town. 

S.S.M. 
1905. 

Hpplie£>  jpbilo0opb$. 


Auream  quisquis  mediocritatem 

diligit  tutus  ....  caret  invidcnda  sobrius  aula. 

— Horace. 

Strike  the  drum  in  festive  manner, 
Wave  aloft  the  glorious         aer, 
Everywhere  let  joy  be  s<  en. 
Wherefore,  wherefore,  all  this  splendour! 
See  the  Roman  money-lender 
Horace,  brings  his  "Golden  Mean." 

Standing  near  are  Vice  and  Virtue, 

•ught  too  hard  they  both  will  hurt  you; 
Neither  serpenl  be,  nor  dove; 
Money's  false,  don'1  try  i<>  wed  it, 

Live  so  long  yon  <-;u en-dit, 

Then  on  poetry  and  love. 
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If  the  "terms"  are  drawing  nigher, 
Not  to  fail's  your  one  desire, 
All  your  time  in  "swat"  is  spent. 
Don't  let  life  become  a  burden, 
Shun  a  first-class  and  a  third  'un, 
With  a  second  rest  content. 

If  o'er  football  you're  ecstatic, 
Don't  let  speech  be  too  emphatic! 
Be  not  slack  nor  yet  too  keen. 
Don't  go  in  for  maiming,  killing. 
Just  proceed  to  make  it  "willing,' 
When  the  referee's  not  seen. 

Do  not  live  above  your  station, 
Take  your  food  in  moderation, 
Store  the  wine  until  'tis  ripe. 
Follow  then    each   useful    adage. 
Live  on  celery  and  cabbage, 
Varied  with  a  little  tripe. 

Nought  will  empty  seem  or  hollow. 
If  these  precepts  you  will  follow. 
If  your  years  seem  poor  and  lean. 
Think  they'll  soon  be  rich  and  fatty, 
Think  upon  this  glorious  plati- 
Tude  the  hoary— "Golden  Mean." 

"Spike."  1905. 


S.E. 
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Hntipofcean  Iborace, 


Carmen  viii. 

Come,  Chloe,  tell  me,  pray, 
By  all  the   gods,  why  you  with   too  fond  wooing 
Young  Strephon  lead  astray 
To  his  undoing. 

Say  why  he  loathes  the  field, 
Who  once  of  dust  and  heat  was  so  enduring, 
And  does  to  softness  yield, 
All  sport  abjuring. 

"lis  said  he  never  tries, 
In  Tennis  Tournament  'neath  sun  that  mellows, 
To  bear  away  the  prize 
Among  his  fellows. 

"Why  does  he  fear  to  plunge 
Into  the  tide,  or  through  what  aberration, 
Like  poison,  shun  the  sponge 
And  embrocation? 

Where  are  the  bruised  limbs, 
Once  black  and  blue  with  standing  at  the  wicket; 
What  is  the  cloud  that  dims 
His  fame  at  cricket  ? 

Why  is  he  never  seen 
A  footballer  at  Miramar,  together 
With  wearers  of  the  green, 
I  !hasing  1  be  leather? 


'to 


Say  why  the  fair  youth  shirks 
His  round  of  manly  sport,  and  what  his  plea  is, 
Who,  like  Achilles,  Larks 
Willi  what  Briseis. 
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Chloe,  you  are  to  blame, 
That  Strephon  now  has  lost  all  zeal  athletic; 
He  owns  it  to  his  shame, 
Captive  pathetic. 

A.  P.  T.  Chorlton. 

"Spike,"  1908. 


Gbe  Xafcs  of  tbe  MM. 

Devoid  of  classic  heritage, 

0  Lady  of  the  Hill, 
Thou  hast  begun  thy  pilgrimage, 
With  brimming  goblet  to  assuage 
The  thirst  for  truth  that  age  to  age 

Bequeaths  unsated  still. 

Lo !     By  thy  snowy  breast  I  swear, 
And  by  thy  dawnward  gaze. 

That  thou  art  pure  as  thou  art  fair, 

Nor  canst  thou  suffer  bonds  to  wear; 

But  freely-born,  shalt  freely  bear 
In  honour  all  thy  days. 

Thy  head  is  high,  thine  arms  are  wide, 

Imploring  love  and  light. 
Oh !  never  be  thy  prayer  denied, 
And  ne'er  in  darkness  torn  asi<ie 
Thy  seed ;  but  constant  be  their  guide 

Thy  starry  eyes  at  night. 

Deny  that  Honour  e'er  should  sleep, 

Or  Folly  ever  wake; 
Bid  Love  a  mother-vigil  keep 
O'er  infant  Thought,  until  the  peep 
Of  dawning  Truth,  let  freedom  leap 

At  sight  of  bonds  to  break. 
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Prepare  thy  children  for  the  road 

Or  furrowed  or  untrod. 
Xor  bow  them  'neath  a  needless  load 
By  day,  and  see  them  safe  bestowed 
At  eve  in  rich  or  poor  abode 

With  them  that  seek  for  God. 

Victoria !     I  see  thee  rise, 

Who  kiss  thy  garment's  hem. 
I  give  thee  hail.     Do  not  despise 
The  songs  of  lips,  the  look  of  eyes 
That  tell  thee  all  Zealandia's  skies 

Eeflect  thy  diadem. 

George  Rae  Huchesox. 
Spike,"  1906. 


£be  (SUiest  of  tbe  Sancgreal. 

Who  seeks  the  Holy  Grail  he  rides  aloof. 
The  lure  of  lips  and  eyes  and  rippled  hair 
And  clinging  arms, — all  love's  white  silken  snare 
He  shall  thrust  from  him  for  his  soul's  behoof; 
And  when  Night  cowers  upon  C&mfort's  roof, 
The  leaping  fire  and  circling  wine  forswear. 
And  follow  where  Adventure's  clarions  blare 
And  spirit  frets  its  fleshly  warp  and  woof. 

The  salt  of  life  shall  mock  with  appetite, 
His  lips  denied  the  savour  and  the  spice 
Wherein  the  sons  of  men  do  take  delight; 
He  shall  enthrone  his  soul  beyond  their  price, 
And  follow  the  cold  twilighl  of  the  trail, 
And  in  the  end  he  Bhall  not  win  the  Grail. 

S.S..M. 

"Spike,"  1«J07. 


i: 
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H  pessimist's  (Sarfcen. 


"Pessimism  withers  and  corrodes  everything  it  touclies." — Amiel. 

Four  dead  roses  on  one  little  tree — 
That's  all  there  is  in  my  garden. 
None  of  the  roses  are  open  in  bloom, 
They're  only  closed  buds  that  harden. 

One  rose  is  Love,  another  is  Joy ; 
The  other  two  grow  together — 
Faith  in  the  ultimate  good  of  things, 
And  Hope  for  some  gladsome  weather. 

Never  a  butterfly  comes  that  way, 
Nor  a  bee,  so  briskly  winging, 
Never  a  bird,  with  quivering  throat, 

Will  pour  out  its  heart  in  singing. 

• 

And  no  one  comes  to  water  my  tree — 
The  little  tree  in  my  garden. 
No  one  cares  for  the  delicate  buds; 
They're  left  to  wither  and  harden. 

The  sharp  winds  blow,  but  the  tree  lives  on, 
The  ground  bare  sustenance  giving; 
A  shrivelled,  stunted  and  sickly  growth, 
"What  good  does  it  find  in  living? 

M.  L.  Nicholls. 

"Spike,"  1910. 


From   North,    from   South,    what   tidings? 
Of  a  friend  what  word  in  your  mails, 
Low  smoke  by  the  shelving  shoreline, 
Loner  roar  on  the  sleeper-rails? 

S.S.M. 
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Manfcerluet. 


"The  wild  haick  to  tlie  wind-swept  sky, 

T7i£  deer  to  tlie  ivholesome  void." — Gipsy  Song. 

In  the  charm  of  lazy  days,  I  rode  upon  the  upland 

trails ; 
Or  out  beyond  the  tide-rip  fed  the  fill  of  flawless 

sails; 
Flicked  the  fly  over  running  reaches ;  dreamed  to  the 

lyric  of  lapping  sea; 
Or  watched  the  wing  of  a  querulous  rover, — O  life  o' 

mine,  fancy-free. 

Out  of  the  carol  of  ripple-reaches  and  challenge  that 

rang  in  the  wild  swan's  call, 
The    "Wanderlust    went    unto    my    heart    with    the 

whisper  that  frets  like  a  gall, — 
"Take  the  rifle  from  the  rack,  I'll  show  the  spoor  the 

hunters  missed : 
"I'll  fill  vour  sails  to  the  ends  of  Earth,  0  lad,  if  you 

will  but  list!" 

Loth  was  I  and  lief  was  I :  full  loth  for  her  laughing 

eyes : 
But  lief  to  com;iHv-;  the  stave  of  Life  note  and  note 

under  changing  skies! 
"Follow,  oh  follow,  thro'  lift  of  water,  rain  and  rift, 

and  tangle  and  mire, 
"For  I  go  down  tlie  wind's  way,  the  will's  way.  the 

way  of  all  desire!" 

Blue  to  the  freezing  light  the  homestead  smoke  in  a 

curl  wrote  "Stay: 
And  my  chestnut,  sick  Tor  Baddle  and  fence,  looked 

out  of  his  s1;ill  with  ;i   neigh; 
White  the  throat  and  rich  the  voice  that  welled  the 

Bong  I  besought ; — 
But — "0  lad.  why  wait  when  the  sea  is  white  with 

the  off-shore  wind  for  your  Thought?" 
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Oh,  I  slip  the  mark  upon  the  page  though  shot  with 

colour  and  throng; 
I  may  not  bide  the  end  of  it:  I've  read  it  overlong. 
Riot-wine   of  Wanderlust,   it   reels  throughout  the 

heart  of  me; 
And  all  the  world  is  waiting,  and  the  wind  is  on  the 

sea. 

So  the  music  that  I  made  when  bent  above  the  dip- 
ping keys 
Must  sing  along  my  heartstrings  till  I  sit  the  stool 

And  the  canvas  where  the  warmth  of  thought  was 

fashioned  free  and  fair, 
Can  warp  upon  the  easel  till  it  claim  my  homing  care. 

Break  you  down  the  embers  where  between  the  bars 

the  purpose  glowed; 
Knock  the  ash  from  out  the  briar's  bowl,  where  the 

pleasant  fancies  bode. 
Like  as  Spring  hath  vexed  the  river  chafing  that  a 

curb  restrains, 
So  the  heart's  snows  are  a-melting  and  the  fresh  is  in 

the  veins. 

0  my  lips,  I  thank  you  for  the  lilt  that  tells  me  all 

my    blood   beats   young; 
Life,  I  thank  thee  for  the  trails  untracked  and  rifle 

yet  unslung; 
For  the  easy,  swinging  stride,  for  the  keenness  of  the 

viewless  quest, 
And  the  promise  of  the  quarry,  and  the  lure  to  all 

unrest ! 

Strung  with  hope  is  the  blue  rim's  bow,  and  the  shaft 

it  is  the  ship  I  loose! 
Whatso  thing  that  life  may  be  I  chase  it  with  a 

running  noose. 
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West  are  the  days,  0  vagrant  heart,  of  the  vaunt  you 

were  fancy-free, 
And  now  your  king  is  a  voice,  and  you  must  list  to 
what  word  speaks  he. 

S.S.M. 
';  Spike,"  1904. 


H  iRonfcel. 

"  Childe  Roland  to  the  dark  tower  came." 

Her  eyes  are  as  false  lights  that  shining  gleam, 
And  luring,  beckon  storm-tost  men  with  bitter  cries 
To  death :  Yet  wondrous  pure  and  true  they  seem, 
Her  eyes. 

Poor  witless  wights  they  wist  not  that  he  dies, 
And   leaves   his   bones   a-bleaching   by   the   ghastly 

stream. 
Who  trusteth  the  deep  light  that  in  them  lies. 

Their  flame  hath  power  to  draw  with  piteous  scream 

angel  from  the  very  courts  of  Paradise, 
And  yet  they  might  a  soul  from  Hell  redeem — 
Her  eyes. 

C.  II.  Taylor. 
"Spike,"  1910. 


H  Xcaf  from  a  ffl^Boofc. 

The  King's  road  is  a  troublous  summons  calling  day 

and  day; 
I'.ut    my  feet  take   the   cocksfoot   track,   the   easy, 

vagrant  way; 

de  the  restless  acres  and  the  gold  of  noisy  gorse, 
The  ripple  Lures  its  lover  down  the  dazzle  of  its 

course. 
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Its  speech  is  of  the  yellow  reaches,  rich  with  lurking 

joy; 
The  revel  of  the  rapids,  where  gay  life  is  death's 

decoy ; 
My  heart  is  with  the  laughing  lips;  I  follow  up  and 

down; 
But  follow  not  the  King's  white  road  toward  the 

haste  of  town. 

Afoot,  the  wash  of  waders ;  and  aloft,  the  haze-veiled 

blue, 
The  heart  it  needeth  nothing,  so  the  cast  fall  clean 

and  true. 

0  carol  of  the  running  reel,  0  flash  of  mottled  back ! 
And  who  will  take  the  King's  white  road,  and  who 

the  cocksfoot  track? 

The   hour-glass  fills  with  weather   like   a   wine   of 
slow  content; 

1  throw  the  world  behind  me  as  a  cartridge  that  is 

spent. 
Then  home  by  summer  starlight  bear  my  grass-cool, 

mottled  load ; 
I  quit  the  pleasant  cocksfoot  track  ;  I  take  the  King's 

white  road. 

S.S.M. 
"New  Zealand  Verse,"  1906. 

"Spike,"  1907. 


IDictoria  Colleoe. 

Thou  shalt  be  greater  than  the  city  that  lies 
Beneath  thee;  though  the  wave  curve  tender  foam 
Athwart  her  beach,  thou  hast  a  fairer  home, 
Where  mountains  watch  thee  with  eternal  eyes. 
Within  thy  sanctuary  men  shall  prize 
The  charm  of  Greece,  the  majesty  of  Rome, 
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And  science  through  thy  starry-circled  dome 

Shall  trail  her  robe  of  unimagined  dyes. 

As  thou  hast  gathered  round  thee  all  that  brood 

Of  sacrifice  for  knowledge,  who  foresee 

Regeneration,  humbleness  and  faith 

Won  through  the  yoke  of  Pallas,  thou  wilt  be 

Memory  for  those  who  build  thy  walls,  when  Death 

Had  given  them  else  forgotten  solitude. 

Hubert  Church. 
"Spike,"  1904. 


Hu  IRevoir. 

"We  have  toiled  through  the  moonlit  evens, 

We  have  broken  tryst  with  the  sun, 
That  here  a  pass  might  be  entered, 

Here  first-class  Honours  won : 
We  have  had  our  game  together, 

With  the  journey  home  in  the  rain; 
We  are  off  for  the  Long  Vacation  — 

So-long  till  we  toil  again. 


Spike,"  1904. 


S.S.M. 


H  IRatton  Hrmet>. 

it  for  the  open  purse  to  make 
A  satisfaction  for  our  debt  as  men, 
While  we  li<;  stupefied  within  the  leu 
Of  selfishness;  unwilling  to  awal 
To    Duty.     Evermore  sou]    should   break 

And  free  herself  from  low  declining  when 
Adversity  shall  ope  the  sickly  i 

Pleasure,  and  ;<s  guilty  beings  quake. 


32  TEE    OLD    CLAY    PATCH 

With  arm  that  is  no  longer  smooth  uplift 

Thy  sword,  and  with  thy  cannon  on  the  shore 

Make  answer  to  thine  enemies'  array. 

God  gives  the  sacrifice,  and  He  will  sift 

And  choose  us — but,  like  Samuel  of  yore, 

With  all  thy  strength  pursue  the  difficult  way. 

Hubert  Church. 
"Spike,"  1909. 


IPro  B>atrta. 

Shnre  I've  found  a  blissed  counthry,  an'  I'm  happy 

I  was  born, 
For  there's  meadows  crammed  wid  cattle,  and  the 

cattle  crammed  wid  corn, 
An'  there's  pockets  full  o'  money,  an'  help  for  all 

forlorn — 
But — m 'heart  is  moithered  sore  for  Ballyhony. 

Faix!  there's  cabbage  trees  above  me,  and  the  emer- 
ald flax  below ; 

An '  the  trees  are  sweatin '  blossoms  ye  'd  niver  think 
could  grow; 

Tis  the  land  o'  "Drames  Come  Thrue,"  machree, 
but  ivery  drame  may  go, 

Just  to  pluck  a  shamrock  leaf  in  Ballyhony. 

The  moighty  mountins  thrill  me  as  they  circle  round 

the  bay, 
Wid  their  pearly-misted  pinions   for  to  mark  the 

dyin'  day. 
But  there's  peaks  o'  golder  glory,  and  there's  mists 

o'  softer  gray, 
On  the  Sperrin'  tops  o'  dewy  Ballyhony. 
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Och !  the  laugh  is  in  the  eye  iv  me,  but  the  tear  is  in 

the  soul, 
M 'heart  'twill  break  wid  longin'  as  the  years  they 

onward  roll. 
Bless  Patrick  an '  his  angels !  an '  whin  I  cross  the 

goal, 
Heaven  grant  that  it  may  be  in  Ballyhony. 

"Spike,"  1908. 

Carpite  JTlorem. 


Bfter  ©vt&- 

Lest  any  day  should  redden  in  the  "West, 
"Whose  every  portion  yielded  not  life's  grapes 
In  purple  clusters,  for  Youth's  vintage  prest, — 
Think,  while  the  pleasant  circling  sunlight  shapes 
One  shadow  on  the  dial,  Time  escapes 
Your  fingers,  and  the  grey  years  stride  apace 
On  Youth,  until  it  be  forgotten  grace. 

Not  always  will  the  world  be  glad  with  Spring — 
The  Spring  you  squander,  recking  little  how ; 
Not  always  will  the  Aprils  largess  bring: 
Ah,  take  your  pleasure  while  the  gods  allow ! 
Already  Night  has  twined  this  hour's  dead  brow 
The  days  are  waters  of  a  ceaseless  stream, 
And  not  one  cupful  can  your  hand  redeem ! 

Oh,  cull  life's  kernel,  since  the  husks  be  base, — 

Full  little  tide  is  here  wherein  to  cull — 

For  we,  like  Atalanta,  run  a  race, 

And  at  tin-  winning-post  there  lies  a  skull. 

And  think  not.  in  the  aftertime  to  lull 

red  daysprings    you  shall  learn 
The  first  Cull  flush  can  never  more  return. 

v 
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Lo,  I  who  sing  know  where  the  singer's  lips 
Are  scent  of  rose  and  breath  of  violet : 
I  know  in  what  brief  course  our  fellowships 
Are  with  worn  faces  that  the  wrinkles  net. 
Needs  must  we  all  the  bloom  forego,  forget, — 
0  days  and  hours,  and  cold  lips  that  were  red ! 
Pluto  has  all  whereto  our  souls  were  wed. 

Who  knoweth  whither  stealthy  Charon  rows  ? 
The  gods  list  not  the  burden  of  our  prayer, 
On  far  Olympus,  where  the  sunlight  glows ; 
And  it  were  well  vain  questionings  to  forbear. 
But  to  the  lees  life 's  wine  is  red  and  rare ! 
0  drain  full  measure ;  pluck  the  blowing  flower 
Before  blown  petals  wilter,  past  your  power. 

S.S.M. 
"Spike,"  1906. 


Hntipo&ean  Iborace. 


Carmen  i. 

McKenna,  sprung  from  Ancient  Kings 
Of  Erin,  O  my  friend  in  need, 
Of  many  men  the  poet  sings; 
And  first  of  such  as  love  the  steed; 
The  centaurs  of  the  Classic  race 
At  Riccarton  or  Avondale 
Leap  from  the  barrier,  set  the  pace, 
And  closely  hug  the  inner  rail 
And  spurn  the  dust  along  the  straight, 
And  win  the  cup  and  stake,  that  crown 
Them  lords  of  earth,  and  gods  create 
For  seventh  heaven  of  renown. 
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Then  here  a  man,  if  city  mobs 
To  pride  of  office  him  would  bear, 
With  ecstasy  of  triumph  throbs, 
When  he  is  thrice  elected  mayor; 

And  there  another  lives  to  hoard 
The  fruits  of  Canterbury  fields, 
And  keeps  them  in  his  corner  stored. 
Till  to  his  price  the  market  yields. 

The  freehold  farmer  with  his  plough 
Not  all  the  gold  of  Grand  Waihi 
Would  tempt  aboard  an  Auckland  scow, 
To  cleave  the  barren  Tasman  sea. 

The  merchant,  midst  the  billows  high 
Of  wind-swept  Straits,  afraid  to  drown, 
For  rural  restfulness  will  sigh 
Back  in  the  suburbs  of  his  town ; 
But  soon  upon  the  Patent  Slip 
He  has  repaired  his  battered  craft, 
And  braves  the  Terawhiti  rip, 
With  genteel  poverty  abaft. 

What  of  the  man  who  does  not  spurn 
A  fragrant  cup  of  rich  Bohea, 
And  snatches  by  the  steaming  urn 
Part  of  the  solid  business  day! 

Lo,  here  the  kilted  warrior  wipes 
His  lips  and  chafes  his  ice-cold  knees, 
Then  marches  to  the  skirling  pipes, 
While  mothers  erring  infant.';  seize; 

See  there  the  hunter  bivouac, 
Unmindful  of  his  tender  wife, 
When  stag  is  viewed  by  yelling  pack, 
Or  boar  at  bay  awaits  the  knife. 

The  hero  of  the  bounding  Kail. 
'Mid  jostling  forms  of  friend  and  Foe, 

wit  li  ini<_rht  and  main  to  fall 

Across  the  line  in  heaving  throe. 

The  student,   for  bis  Learning  capped 
A  Bachelor  oi"  Lav.-,  or  Acts. 
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.Straight  in  Olympian  clouds  is  wrapt, 
And  from  the  mob  for  ever  parts. 

But  me  the  cooling  bush  delights 
Across  the  harbour  at  the  bay, 
And  quaint  fandangos  danc'd  o'  nights 
By  rustic  nymphs  in  light  array ; 
Yet  if  Torzillo  touch  the  lyre, 
Or  Arral  warble  sweetest  bars, 
I  feel  such  music  might  inspire 
Songs  worthy  of  the  lyric  stars. 

A.  F.  T.  Chorlton. 
"Spike,"  1907. 


H  %or\Q  of  5afc>Me. 

I  gallop  my  ways  when  the  light  is  clear, 
With  the  frost  on  the  line  of  fencing  rail; 
When  the  blossom  has  quit  the  trellis  wall, 
When  the  wrinkled  yields  of  the  orchard  fall, 
And  the  willows  are  wan  with  a  winter  fear, 
And  the  sheep  are  down  from  the  snow  to  the  plain. 
It's  good-bye  to  the  rippled  growth  of  grain, 
And  good-bye  to  the  muster  and  shearing  tale, 
0  lust  of  life  for  a  rover's  ride, 

0  bunching  shoulder  and  sweep  of  stride. 

A  whinny  clear  on  the  morning  air, 
A  canter  of  shoes  on  the  frosty  way, 
A  white  hand  waved  at  a  homestead  gate, 
A  plenty  of  brown  and  blowing  hair, 
And  her  supple  grace  on  a  dapple  gray : 

1  liked  her  eyes  and  her  voice  rang  true, 
(And  the  sea  was  a  far  and  wistful  blue), 
But  a  boy  is  pride  and  strong  is  fate, 
And  0  the  mock  of  a  curtain  sky : 

"Good  luck  to  your   gallop."       "Good-bye,"  and 
"Good-bye." 
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Well,  when  the  stars  look  cold  to  earth, 

And  the  rack  sails  up  with  a  rainy  doubt, 

When  the  yarn  is  told  and  the  pipe  smoked,  out. 

And  life  looks  selfish  and  little  worth, — 

In  the  glow  where  the  camp-fire  logs  die  down 

I  shall  watch,  perhaps,  for  those  eyes  of  brown, 

I  shall  think,  perhaps,  of  the  wheat's  ripe  growth, 

And  a  dapple  gray  and  a  merry  troth, — 

But  now, — tight  girths  and  a  martingale. 

O  joy  of  the  saddle.     0  joy  of  the  trail. 

S.S.M. 


Hntipofcean  Iborace. 


Carmen  v. 

Quis  multa  gracilis  te,  puer,  in  rosa 

What  scented  stripling  thee  doth  woo 

In  cosy  corner  at  the  dance? 
For  whom  dost  thou  thy  tresses  do, 

So  artless  in  thy  elegance? 

Laura,  how  oft  will  he  bewail 

Thy  fickle  faith  and  fortune's  change, 

And  wonder  at  the  sullen  gale, 
Unused  the  stormy  seas  to  range? 

Who  basks  now  in  thy  golden  sun, 
And  fondly  dreams  thee  ever  kind, 

With  heart-room  for  no  other  one, 
He  little  knows  the  treacherous  wind. 

Poor  wretches,  they  to  whom  afar 

As  cldorado  thou  dost  loom; 
For  me,  I  thank  my  Lucky  Btar, 

That  I  have  just  escaped  their  doom. 

A.  F.  T.  Chobltdn. 
;,ike,"  1009. 
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Hntipofccan  Iborace. 


Carmen  xxxviii. 

Persicos  odi,  puer,  adparatus. 

Spare  me,  boy,  the  formal  state 
Of  your  dinners  up-to-date, 
Frenchy  dishes,  silver  plate, 

And  the  swallow-tail ; 
Let  us  rather  take  our  ease, 
In  undress  beneath  the  trees, 
Washing  down  our  bread  and  cheese, 

With  a  mug  of  ale. 

A.  F.  T.  Chorlton-. 
'Spike,"  1909. 


Bs  the  Sea. 

Now  that  the  stars  and  moon  are  fading, 

Let  us  go  to  the  water-side. 
Watch  the  ships  in  the  grey  dawn  lading, 
Watch  the  gulls  in  the  still  sea  wading, 

And  the  hulks  that  swing  to  the  tide. 

Now  at  last,  with  the  dawn-wind  sighing. 

Let  us  stand  by  the  water-side; 
Dream,  perchance,  of  the  sailors  lying 
Dead  for  a  country's  fame  undying, 

Lapped  in  the  wash  of  the  tide. 

And  as  the  Eastern  heavens  brighten, 

Let  us  dream  by  the  water-side, 
Dream  those  sails  are  theirs  that  lighten 
The  dark  sea  line  where  the  steep  waves  whiten 

In  the  ceaseless  surge  of  the  tide. 

Erica  R.  Fell. 
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H  IRortbern  Song. 

Ho !  launch  the  longship  down  the  beach,— - 
The  loosened  bergs  lift  out  to  sea ; 
The  tide-rip  sings  adown  the  reach; 
The  fettered  waterways  flow  free : 
March  pipes  athwart  the  swinging  firs. 
And  rides  white  horses  into  foam : 
The  rover  in  the  red  blood  stirs, 
The  water  laps  our  hearts  from  home. 

The  rover  in  the  red  blood  stirs, 
The  Narrow  Seas  shout  to  their  own ; 
Their  call  is  tenfold  more  than  hers 
That  bideth  by  the  ingle-stone : 
The  stars  bathe  in  the  sea  by  night, 
The  long  coasts  fleck  our  sail  by  day, 
Storehouse  and  barn  are  u«\  of  right, —       owu. 
We  harry  in  the  Viking  way ! 

The  Winter,  like  the  Polar  bear, 
Stalks  down  the  whitened  North  again; 
There's  frost  within  the  Channel  air, 
And  hearts  for  pine-log  fires  are  fain. 
There  is  a  bench  beside  a  hearth. 
There  is  a  girl  with  yellow  hair — 
My  soul  is  sick  for  roof  and  garth. 
\'p  where  the  Northern  Streamers  flare! 

S.S.M. 
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IDera  ffianer. 


NOTE. — Vera  Figner,  Russian  Revolutionary;  a  woman  of 
great  charm  and  radiant  beauty.  She  was  condemned 
to  imprisonment  for  life,  and  for  twenty  years  was 
immured  in  the  living  grave  of  the  Schlusselburg 
Fortress.  When  these  lines  were  composed,  the  writer 
thought  that  Vera  Figner  teas  still  in  prison.  By  a 
strange  chance,  on  the  day  after  the  lines  were  written, 
he  read  that   \'era  Figner  had  been  released. 

I. 

Vera  Figner,  when  the  breezes  blow, 
Do  you  awaken  to  the  hostile  morn  ? 
Or  do  you  live  so  numbed  you  do  not  know, 
Like  a  toad  in  a  granite  tempest-worn? 
Vera  Figner,  are  the  eyes  bedewed 
That  men  had  died  for  in  the  far-away? 
Is  your  face  like  a  wounded  soul — subdued 
To  grief  that  never  heals  for  any  day? 

II. 
Does  the  clock  in  the  turret  tell  you  now 
The  morn  is  vanishing,  the  day  declines  ? 
Or  is  all  thought  beneath  the  drooping  brow 
Vacant  and  gloomy  as  the  winter  pines  ? 
Have  men  betrampled  through  the  many  years 
Your  soul  submitting,  till  its  very  deep 
Has  oozed  away  to  dust ;  till  you  lack  tears, 
Denied  the  unhappy  ones  who  cannot  weep  ? 

III. 
Oh  marvel  of  misfortune,  that  a  soul 
So  full  of  liberty  and  love  should  be 
Tired,  ever  tired,  to  creep  like  any  mole 
From  wall  to  wall  in  darkling  vacancy. 
To  wrap  the  rich  thought  of  the  brain  in  death, 
For  never  any  sound  may  let  it  forth — 
Oh  God,  that  givest  consecrated  breath 
To  holy  truth,  why  tarryeth  Thy  wrath? 
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IV. 
Beloved  of  all  spirits  that  achieve 
Through  agony — Oh  miserable,  thou, 
Who  hast  all  suffering,  but  cannot  leave 
Thy  burden   ever!     What  is   breathing  now 
But  a  poor  disinheritance  of  days? 
And  even  that  poor  remnant  is  defiled; 
For  thee  that  shouldst  have  trod  delicious  ways 
Xo  morn,  no  eve,  no  love,  no  roof,  no  child. 

V. 

Thou  canst  not  be  endungeoned  evermore : 
Thy  soul  is  where  the  breezes  blow  with  pain 
Past  Ladoga;  there  is  not  any  shore 
That  hath  not  felt  thy  yearning.     If  again 
Thou  hast  all  agony,  thou  hast  the  crown, 
The  heaven  within  the  spirit  that  shall  save, 
Though  earth  be  cruel.     Death  hath  his  renown, 
But  cannot  pass  our  conquerable  grave. 

Hubert  Church. 
^pike,"  1908. 


IDillanelle. 

0  lover  of  the  strident  Strand,  — 
In  London's  roar  imperial, 

Dost  thou  remember  Maoriland? 

The  comix sra  i  roon  on  leagues  of  sand; 
The  blue  Pacific  laughs  its  thrall : 
0  lover  of  the  strident  Strand. 

1  ta  rang      I     Lai  ion  planned, 

The  sheep  bleat  and  the  wild  ducks  call 

Do  it   thou   remember   Maoriland  I 
G 
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The  smoke  curls  where  the  homesteads  stand, 
By  thatched  stockade  and  slip-railed  stall: 
O  lover  of  the  strident  Strand. 

Lost  mates  of  saddle,  weather-tanned, 
Still  line  the  old  red  woolshed-wall : 
Dost   thou  remember   Maoriland? 

And  gifts  the  gods  held  in  their  hand,  — 
Their  ghosts  in  camp-fires  dance  and  fall : 
0  lover  of  the  strident  Strand, 
Dost  thou  remember  Maoriland? 

S.S.M. 
"Spike,"  1908. 


IRonfceau. 

Pan 's  flute  is  lost :  no  more  through  the  divine 

Arcadian  days  of  mellow  sun  and  wine 

We  watch  the  white  limbs  glitter  in  the  brake, 

Nor  feel  the  old  wild  ecstasy  awake 

As  sudden  song  bursts  bright  as  blossoming  brine. 

Dead  are  the  bays  it  pleased  Apollo  twine : 
Only  the  wind's  hand  in  the  lyric  pine 
Can  the  keen  music  of  enchantment  make : 

Pan's  flute  is  lost. 

Brief  days,  and  bitter  frosts,  and  skies  malign, — 
These  are  our  portion  who  would  fain  recline 
Untroubled  in  green  haunts  the  gods  forsake 
Where  Winter's  stubborn  fingers  pipe  for  sign: 

Pan's  flute  is  lost. 

S.S.M. 
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Inaugural  ©&£♦ 

On  the  Victoria  College  Officers'   Training  Corps. 


By  General  de  Bility. 

I. 

Rejoice,  Imperial  Mother!     Let  the  breeze 
Of  hope  renewed  dispel  your  dread  alarms; 
Your  bold  but  youngest  babe  is  now  in  arms, 
Your  weary  elder  sons  may  stand  at  ease. 

The   trump   of   war   declares 

The  fact  in  blatant  blares, 
And  drowns  those  touching  things,  the  College  Glees. 

II. 
Spirits  of  warriors  long  buried  and  dead, 

Concentrate,  concentrate, 
All  of  your  genius  in  one  little  head 

Concentrate,  concentrate ; 
Gather,  you  sprites,  for  the  good  of  the  nation, 
Into  one  glorious  centralisation, 
Concentrate,  concentrate. 
Smile  on  him,  Jupiter,  smile  on  him,  Mars, 
Fit  him  for  victories,  battles  and  slaughter*. 
Make  him  the  joy  of  all  mothers  and  pas, 
Make  him  immune  from  the  smiles  of  their  daughters; 
■.■<■  him  a  book  of  manoeuvres  as  litany, 
us  Id  him  shoot  at  the  foe  (he  won't  hit  any)  ; 
Make  him  a  paragon  general  here, 
Wellington  Moltke  Napoleon  Beere. 

III. 
Bui  wfl  I     From  high  Olympus  Jove  descends, 
the  Board  of  g  >ds  and  here  unbends; 
!!     hands  si  ill  red  with  Cerbereau  gore, 
!!•  a  nobler  game,     the  dogs  of  war. 

Beside  him  strides,  with  features  grimly  set, 
Hung  down  in  front  his  trusty  bayonet, 
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That  foreign  god,  von  Zedlitz.     By  and  by 
They'll  trust  in  him  and  keep  their  powder  dry. 
His  duty  too.  when  airships  come  and  go, 
To  analyse  their  language  here  below. 
And  lastly  Pluto  brings  his  fiery  shield, 
And  once  a  year  that  camp  on  Easter  field. 
Immortals  these,  they  stand  in  mortal  dread 
Of  glorious  Beere,  who's  risen  to  their  head. 

IV. 

And  lo,  this  gallant  troop  can  boast,  this  martial, 

fierce  array, 
As  many  officers  as  men  to  honour  and  obey. 
Again   behold  their   Captain   Beere,   of  proud   and 

stately  port ; 
And  yet  he'll  not  be  Captain  long,  for  see  Lieutenant 

Short. 
And  though  'tis  true  in  love  and  war,  that  men  will 

all  things  dare, 
Their  means  will  surely  not  be  foul,  when  led  by 

Sergeant  Fair. 
The  matrons  say,  "the  pretty  boy,"  the  girls  they 

all  adore  him, 
And   this,   of   course,   you'll   understand,    refers   to 

Corporal  Oram. 

V. 
Here  is  the  flower  of  our  manhood  in  bud; 
See  how  their  noble  eyes  blaze  as  they  mobilize, 
Eager  to  wallow  to  victory  through  blood, 
Like  that  unholy  'un,  bony  Napoleon. 
Stealthily,  creepily,  whispering  in  shouts, 
Steadily,  sleepily,  out  go  the  scouts. 
Then  comes  the  main  brigade,  uniforms  tell, 
Making  a  plain  brigade  look  rather  well; 
(Even  a  puny  form  wrapped  in  a  uniform, 
Looks  rather  well) 

Bravely  they  thresh  along,  weary  and  hot, 
Sometimes  it's  echelon,  sometimes  it's  not. 
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Guns  to  the  right  of  them  mow  them  like  grass, 
Strangely,  in  spite  of  them,  onward  they  pass. 
Powder  is  flying  around  and  each  man '11 
Soon  be  applying  his  oil  and  his  flannel. 
Such  is  the  sum  of  a  warrior's  toil, 
Oceans  of  trouble,  and  afterwards — oil. 


"Spike,"  1909. 


S.E. 


Dale. 


George  Macdonald. 

Death  rides  apace  for  Time  the  Conqueror; 
And  sparring  to  the  merry  Court  of  Life, 
Winds,  with  thin  lips,  the  summons  of  his  King : 
And  straight  the  candle  flickers  in  the  sconce; 
The  flame  falls  back  upon  the  hearth  and  dies; 
The  poured  wine  stales  unpledged  within  the  bowl; 
The  minstrel's  fingers  stiffen  on  the  strings. 
High  Priest  of  Celtic  Fantasy — Farewell ! 
Harper  who  harped  the  Celtic  world  awake ! 
Grief  is  the  keenness  of  the  northern  wind; 
(irief  is  the  mist  among  the  granite  hills, 

ief  is  the  greyness  of  a  raining  sky. 
The  altar  of  the  Star-fire  is  a-cold; 
Tin-  hall  is  hushed  where  once  the  legend  ran, 
And  dark  where  once  the  chords  rang  swept  with 
power. 

S.S.M. 

Bpike,"  1905. 
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Ballafce  of  the  gear's  i£nO. 

Tis  dreams  that  hover  about  the  bed 
Of  the  year  that  turns  to  the  wall,  adone. 
What  profits  how  far  our  feet  have  sped? 
Here  snaps  a  thread  of  the  web  was  spun 
For  you,  for  me,  in  the  courts  of  the  sun. 
How  shall  Ave  hold  to  our  legacy, 
Recapture  a  grain  of  the  sands  that  run? 
Helas  !  les  beaux  jours  sont,  finis  ! 

For  time  is  a  roving  buccaneer, 

"With  one  and  all  for  his  lawful  prize, 

"With  guns  unlashed  for  action  clear: 

And  the  Roger  from  the  foretop  flies, 

Through  slumbrous  tropic,  'neath  reeling  skies,- 

The  world  is  his  for  his  piracy, — 

And  never  a  flag  his  flag  defies. 

Helas  !  les  beaux  jours  sont  finis  ! 

The  gay  gorse  flaunts  its  gold  on  the  hill, 
The  City  pulses  at  fever-speed, 
But  the  days  are  overstate  to  thrill, 
Routine  clogs  fancy  like  a  weed, 
Unrest  grows  as  a  wind-sown  seed 
In  places  set  for  pleasantry. 
What  thing  shall  hearten  us  in  our  need? 
Helas  !  les  beaux  jours  sont  finis  ! 

The  pipes  are  smoked  and  the  toasts  are  quaffed, 
In  the  camp  of  camaraderie, — 
White  hands  that  lingered,  red  lips  that  laughed- 
Helas  I  les  beaux  jours  sont  finis  ! 

S.S.M. 

1907. 
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Zbe  Crossroafcs, 

No !     This  must  be  the  crossroads ;   and  we  go 
Henceforward  by  the  trend  of  sundered  ways — 
Thou,  unto  friendship,  admiration,  praise, 
And  the  world's  pleasure,  and  the  world's  life-glow ; 
I,  to  the  old  work,  passionless  and  slow, 
Self-centred,  but  within  my  heart  a  phase 
Caught  from  our  dalliance  in  the  dead  dream  days, 
But  all  else  will  be  changeless.    Be  it  so. 

If  in  the  leisure  that  will  fill  thy  life 

Some    turn    of   old-time    speech    should    touch    thy 

thought. 
Bid  it  go  by — unless  it  should  bring  thee 
The  sense  of  summer,  when  the  bees  were  rife 
Among  the  wild  flowers,  and  the  wind  sea-fraught 
Went  on  the  waved  wheat  with  a  lilt  of  glee. 

S.S.M. 
"The  Southern  Sphere,"  1910. 

XXnvou 

So  over,  all  over:  the  whistle  peals  "Time!" 
The  field,  lie  bare  to  the  last  of  the  light. 
Too  late  to  tell  what  you  might  have  done; 
The  goal  is  kicked,  and  a  stronger  has  won. 
To  you  is  only  the  glow  of  the  fight; 
To  you  is  only  the  soreness  and  grime. 

What  matter,  so  long  as  yon  played  the  game? 
Wliai   matter,  provided  you  filled  your  place, 
And  took  ;h"  fall,  the  kick,  the  blow, 
Ami  tackled  the  foeman  clean  and  low — 
Blind  sun  in  your  wei  wind  in  your  face — 

What  matter,  so  met  ye  the  luck  as  it  came? 

S.S.M. 
"New  Zealand  Ferae,"  l!)<)6. 
-pike,"  1!J04. 
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Ibow  Dictoria  College  Bachelors'  Club 
Stocft  fell  below  par. 


NOTE. — Three  Professors  became  engaged  to  be  married  in  the 

same  year. 
"And  jict,  when   all   has   been   said,  the  man  who   should 
hold  back  from    marriage  is   in   the  same  case  with  him  who 
runs  away  from  battle.'' — VlBGiNiBtJS  Pi  kiusque. 

When  a  man  is  hard  hit,  it  is  good  to  put  pipe 
between  the  lips,  and  feet  up  to  the  fire,  and  let  his 
thoughts  run  over  the  course  quite  slowly,  to  see 
how  he  tripped  at  the  turning.     That  is  what  we  all 
did,   very   quietly,   watching  the   smoke-rings,   and 
gripping  the  chair-arms  because  of  a  feeling  that 
they,  too,  might  slip  away.     It  was  like  drifting  to 
leeward,     anchor    down,     but    no    holding-ground. 
And  so  our  fair  first  hopes  had  been  so  many  poppy- 
petals.     Of  course  we  wanted  to  disguise  the  fact 
from  one  another,  but  we  really  had  hankered  after 
Von  for  the  President's  chair,  to  see  that  we  bachelor 
commoners  were  nice  in  all  observances — Von,  who 
would  drop   in   and  talk   of  the  scent   of  the  old 
College  limetrees,  of  the  eight-oar  a-nosing  through 
the  Isis,  of  Oxford  in  June.    Could  it  be  that  all  this 
was  lost  in  that  paper  lying  where  it  had  fluttered 
from  the  Chairman's  hands?     Someone  picked  it  up 
and  read  it  over  to  himself;  but  we  knew  every 
word:  "Regret  am  not  eligible  for  honour  nomina- 
tion.   Best  wishes."    Not  eligible  :  there  was  couched 
the  whole  tragedy.     He'd  done  what  everybody  does 
— except  us.     And  he  regretted  it — he  said  so — poor 
fellow !     For  two  minutes  our  sympathy  sifted  from 
us  the  sense  of  our  loss.     Then  the  Chairman  asked 
if  any  one  in  the  room  was  sufficiently  a  hypocrite 
to   send  him  our  congratulations.     Some  one   was. 
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And  sadly,  the  while  Mendelssohn's  Funeral  March 
was  played,  we  filled  the  calices  with  Massic  wine. 

I  hate  letter- writing ;  therefore  I  hated  the  letter 
that  was  handed  in  as  the  last  bass  notes  died  in  the 
sounding-board.  A  London  post-mark  was  on  the 
envelope ;  inside  were  little  flashes  of  side-lights  od 
the  voyage  of  a  certain  personage.  We  were  some- 
what  interested  in  that  personage.  In  the  utterly  im- 
probable event  of  Von's  failing  to  sit  above  the  salt, 
we  were  resolved  to  have  none  other  than  the  sailor 
for  the  chair.  And  now  in  those  side-lights  such 
resolve  looked  the  veriest  mockery.  You  see  it  was 
Mac — Mac  the  debonair,  the  lone-handed — and  the 
affair,  so  to  speak,  put  a  hand  over  your  mouth  so 
that  the  breath  came  through  in  a  manner  chopped. 
Undoubtedly  he  was  sore  stricken  to  the  heart,  for 
though  he  still,  as  of  old,  argued  enthusiastically  in 
a  circle,  yet  since  that  letter  had  couched  the  cata- 
ract over  our  eye,  we  had  noticed  a  hesitation  on  his 
part  to  advance  on  cold  prosaic  blackboard,  with 
cold  prosaic  chalk,  the  proposition  that  X  =  1.  It 
may  have  been  that  to  him  X  represented  some  other 
one.  And  presently  one  of  our  number,  Alexander 
Magnus — so  long  shelved  that  the  whitest  hand  could 
weave  no  net  about  his  heart — looking  hard  at  the 
fire,  asked  if  we  had  observed  how  listless  had  been 
the  stricken  one  (not  then  known  to  be  such)  in 
parrying  our  last  Euclidean  onslaught.  Usually, 
when  anything  like  this  was  about  in  the  air,  he 
would  be  hastily  afoot  and  Leaning  his  back  against 
the  mantelpiece,  defend,  with  some  Cambridge  tricks 
he  had,  until  the  gas-bill  was  as  heavy  as  our  heads; 
but  this  once  he  had  remained  in  his  chair,  with  no 
fi^lit  in  him,  seeming  to  lean  over  to  our  side  of  the 
Euclid,  we  had  told  defendant,  had  perhaps  the 
makings  of  a  sufficiently  good  fellow  could  he  but 
have  been  taken  in  hand  before  I  e  well,  before. 
1  the  pity  of  it   that  he  should   lave  bungled 

if 
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through  life  as  he  did !     If  one  could  have  got  him 
tramping  up  the  gullies,  dog  at  heel,  gun  tucked 
under  arm,  that  he  might  have  felt  the  clean  hill- 
breeze  going  about  his  temples,  heard  the  wild  ducks 
coming  off  the  water,  or  the  whir  of  the  quail  flash- 
ing for  cover — could  such  have  been  done,  then,  sup- 
posing that  the  bad  blood  was  in  him  and  he  was 
fated  to  fall  to  so  low  a  thing  as  quill-spoiling,  he 
might  at  the  worst  have   given  us  some  readable 
yarns   of  some  heavy   bags   instead  of  the   where- 
withal   for    anathemas    evermore,    and    instead    of 
mumbling  over  his  conceited  Q.E.D.       But  it  was 
evident  the  man  was  no  sport.     This  and  more  had 
we  said,  feeling  strongly  upon  the  subject,  but  Mac 
had  all  along  sat  looking  at  us  indifferent  like,  seem- 
ing to  acquiesce.     Thereafter  he  had  gone  abroad  to 
studjr  education  systems;   and  now  was  come  this 
letter  from  one  we  could  trust.     So  with  cold  water 
down  the  spine,  we  realised  that  a  queen  had  stepped 
upon  the  dais  whereon  had  lately  strutted  Euclid. 
Jilted  were  we  for  the  queen,  and  the  place  still 
hurts    when    one    draws    deep,    thinking    over    the 
matter;  but  because  we  liked  him  for  that  he  was 
whole-hearted    (and  perhaps   he   was   not  alone   to 
blame),  there  was  nothing  left  us  but  to  knock  the 
neck  off  the  Falernian,  and  drink  to  his  luck — and 
the  queen's.     Bene  Mac. 

"We  emptied  the  pocula  and  settled  stiffly  down 
to  the  inevitable.  Bad  business,  a  miss  with  both 
barrels !  So  we  slipped  in  the  last  cartridge  and  lay 
low.  When  we  met  next  night  there  was  Arbiter 
Bibendi,  tight-lipped,  and  fumbling  with  a  missive. 
Why  did  we  wince?  It  ran:  "Urgent.  Regret  can- 
not accept  nomination.  Prior  engagement.  Re- 
gards." It  was  from  the  leather-hunter,  who  must 
have  gone  dear-stalking  clean  against  our  rules. 
The  last  cartridge  and  another  miss!  Truly  the 
lights  were  out  on  the  stage  for  us.     The  logs  on  the 
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fire  must  have  been  green;  the  room  had  got  quite 
cold.  Somebody  threatened  details;  but  some  other 
somebody  pitched  "The  Wedding  March"  at  his 
head.  We  turned  out  the  lamps  and  ourselves.  De- 
spite the  departing  company,  there  was  loneliness  all 
along  the  chilly  passage.  I  heard  Arbiter  Bibendi 
at  my  elbow  muttering  peevishly  to  himself — 

"Home  is  the  Hunter,  home  from  the  hill, 
And  the  Sailor  home  from  the  sea." 

P.S.  V.C.  Bachelors'  Club  wound  up.  Subscrip- 
tions formed  into  a  sinking-fund  to  meet  imminent 
calls. 

S.S.M. 
"Spike,"  1904. 


{Tournament. 


The  same  old  trail,  and  the  same  old  tale, 
But  the  fun  as  fresh  as  before. — S.S.M. 

My  Lord,  I  did  attend  the  Olympic  games — 

Maid  Modesty  forfend  I  tell  my  deeds — 

But  such  a  goodly  show  of  fellowship, 

Such  turn  for  speed,  such  thews,  such  sleight  of  hand, 

Such  honied  tongues  for  golden  oratory, — 

I  trust  I  may  bear  witness  to  again. 

S.S.M. 


H>art  Il.-Cappino   Sonos. 


We   br   Ufjht   free-companions,-   Coil's   our  cause: 
Fair  Sir,  if  so  we  try  a  tilt  with  thee 
We  use  but   the  blunt  coronal. — JS.S.M. 

TTbe  Sono  of  Dictorfa  College. 

Aedem  coliraus  Minervae 

Acti  desiderio 
Artes  nosse  liberates 

Hoc  in  Hemispheric 

Chorus : 

Oh  Victoria,  sempiterna, 

Sit  tibi  felicitas; 
Alma  mater,  peramata, 

Per  aetates  maneas. 

Aedem  colimus  Musarum 

Sub  Australi  sidere 
Nos  a  Musis  maria  lonpr;i 

Nequeunt  dividere. 

Studiosi,  studiosae 

Captant  sapientiam; 
Circa  venti  turbulenti 

Auferunt  desidiam. 

Omnium  Collegiorum 
Surgit  hoc  novissimum; 

Ergo  vires  juveniles 
Exhibent  fortissimum. 

Nomen    quod   profert    sodales 

Fausto  sit  oraculo ; 
Vt  Deus  regno  reginae 

Faveat  curriculo. 


1902. 
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Per  vias  laboriosas 

Doctrinarum  omnium 
Docti  ducunt  professores 

Obsequens   servitium. 

Corpus  sanum  ne  sit  absens 

Properamus  ludere 
Subter  jugum  occupantes 

Fuste  pilam  trudere. 

Oratores,  Oratrices 

Audias  effundere 
Voces  dignas  Cicerone 

Et  sellas  pertundere. 

Professor  J.  Raxkine  Brown. 


Sports  Chorus. 


From  "  The  Golden  Calf." 
Air— Huntsmen's  Chorus,  from  "  Der  Freischutz"  (Weber). 

When  the  air's  like  wine  in  the  sunny  weather, 

And  the  breeze  blows  cobwebs  from  the  brains; 
When  Latin's  folly  and  Law's  a  tether, 

And  the  blood  goes  dancing  through  the  veins, — 
Then  hey!  for  the  paths  where  your  fancy  races 

Away  from  the  city's  stifling  grip. 
To  the  playing  fields  and  open  places — 

And  let  the  world  of  toilers  slip ! 
Then  here's  to  the  long  white  road  that  beckons, 

The  climb  that  baffles,  the  risk  that  nerves; 
Ami  here's  to  the  merry  hearl  that  reckons 

The  rough  with  the  smooth,  and  never  swerves! 
Ho  let  the  brimming  glasses  clink 
To  the  best  of  toasts  that  a  man  can  drink ! 
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Be  it  hockey  stick,  or  oval  leather, 

Or  skiff,   or  racquet,   or  rod   or   gun, — 
Plore's  luck!  for  the  sport  we've  had  together, 

For  chances  bungled  and  l>att!<\s  Avon; 
For  the  wicket  true,  and  the  field  in  fettle, 

And  the  man  who's  safe  for  a  tingling  catch; 
For  the  losing  team  that  shows  its  mettle, 

And  the  man  who  wins  his  heat  from  scratch. 
Then  here's  to  the  sportsman's  road  that  beckons, 

The  climb  that  baffles,  the  risk  that  nerves; 
And  here's  to  the  merry  heart  that  reckons 
The  rough  with  the  smooth,  and  never  swerves! 
So  let  the  brimming  glasses  clink 
To  the  best  of  toasts  that  a  man  can  drink ! 

S.S.M. 
1907. 

Zbe  Cbampion  or  Cram, 


From  "  Tlw  Golden  Calf." 
AIR— "Tlie  Duke  of  Plaza-Toro,"  from  "  TJie  Gondoliers" 


In  every  sort 

Of  game  or  sport, 

With  any  chance  of  a  cropper, 

He  always  thought 

He  didn't  ought, — 

It  might  not  be  quite  proper. 

But  at  a  garden  party  feed, 

You'd  find  him  near  the  jam,  0,- 

That  parasitic. 

And  enclitic, 

Oft  toxitic 

Noxious  weed, 
The  Champion  of  Cram,  0 ! 
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Chorus : 
And  him  you  can't  escape,  ha,  ha! 
He  '11  beat  you  at  the  tape,  ha,  ha ! 
That  soporific, 
Swat-specific 
And  prolific 

Noxious  weed, 
The  Champion  of  Cram,  0 ! 

II. 

You'll  find  his  face 

In  every  place 

(Like  the  Asiatic  canker) ; 

John  Brown  can  trace 

Their  growth  apace 

Up  here  at  Salamanca, 

And  though  they  are  of  all  degrees, 

All  worship  Saint  Exam,  0, — 

Those  archive-raking, 

Kecord-breakin  g 

(Putty-making) 

"Working  bees, 
The  Champions  of  Cram,  0! 

Chorus  : 
And  in  their  larger  sanity 
They  learn  to  shun  urbanity, — 
Those  never-tired, 
Much  admired, 
Uninspired 

Working  bees, 
The  Champions  of  Cram,  0. 

III. 
0,  sport's  a  bore, 
And,  what  is  more, 
It's  energy  misdirected  ; 
And  youth  should  pore. 
With  bolted  door, 
O'er  Latin  prose  selected. 
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For  all  cribs  used  and  swat  undone, 

We'll  in  the  end  "stand  Sam,"  0,  — 

That  prof-placating. 

Ingratiating, 

Satiating 

Paragon, 
The  Champion  of  Cram,  0 ! 

Chorus  : 

We  never  venture  to  inquire 

Why  he  won't  set  the  Thames  on  fire, 

That  durance-blessing, 

Prepossessing, 

And  distressing, 
Paragon, 

The  Champion  of  Cram,  0 ! 


S.S.M. 


1907. 


<SUiot  Hnni  Hot  Colored 


Air—"  The  Wearing  of  the  Green" 

Oh!  have  you  heard  the  very  latest  colours  of  our 

choice?  ,       . ,  ,  ^ 

How  Johnstone  tried  to  stem  the  tide  and  Prouse 

raised  up  his  voice? 
How  the  ladies  and  the  "Murphys"  m  solid  rank 

were  seen?  .,        , 

How  they  waved  aloft  their  banner  of  gold  and 

olive  green? 

Chorus  : 

Oh!  gold  and  olive  green, 
Oh!  gold  and  olive  green,  • 

We'll  wave  aloft  our  banner  of  gold  and  olive 
green. 
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Xo  longer  festive  students  "will  disport  maroon  and 

blue, 
The  chocolate  and  golden  is  a  prehistoric  hue ; 
Our  hat-bands  may  no  longer  support  the  dread  V.C. 
But  our  colours  are  impressive  in  family  history. 

And  though  the  long  ancestral  line  of  our  success- 
si  ve  change 

To  our  conservative  ideas  appears  a  trifle  strange, 

"We  '11  change  our  colours  with  the  times  like  Liberals 
stout  and  brave, 

And  with  the  innovators  join  our  patriotic  stave. 

But  when  next  generation  wants  to  change  our  green 

to  pink, 
We  hope  the  Students'  Meeting  will  adjourn  awhile 

to  think. 
For  vet'rans  keep  their  old  love,  and  will  hold  in 

mem'ry  green 
The  banner  of  the  battles  which  in   golden  times 

have  been. 

Then  the  present,  past,  and  future  will  gather  witb 
one  will. 

In  the  Hall  that  is  abuilding  on  Salamanca's  Hill: 

And  we'll  give  a  toast  together  to  Profs,  and  Stu- 
dents keen, 

Who  have  upheld  the  honour  of  our  ancient  gold 
and  green. 


F.A.M. 


1904. 

(Brecn  anfc  Goto. 


AIR— "The  Old  Brigade." 

These  are  the  men  we  sing  to-day, 
Whose  metal  is  i  ried  and  true, 

Who  fight  our  battles  a1  work  and  play, 
Wherever  t  here 'a  work  to  do. 
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When  breath  comes  short  in  twilight  greyr 
And  foemen  are  breaking  through, 

Show  me  the  men  who  love  the  fray, 
Show  me  the  faithful  few. 

Chorus : 

For  whether  it's  football  or  hockey, 

Whether  it's  bone  or  brain, 

These  are  the  men 

Leading  us  when 

"We  are  fighting  with  might  and  main. 


First  we  shall  sing  of  the  trusty  few, 

"Who  have  toiled  from  morn  till  e'en; 
Winning  the  hood  with  the  lining  blue, 

Wearing  the  jersey  green. 
Down  to  the  rush  in  the  fading  light, 

While  the  hostile  clamours  ring, 
Under  the  lamp  through  the  waning  night — 

These  are  the  men  we  sing. 

Chorus : 

For  whether  it's  doing  or  thinking, 

Whether  it's  bone  or  brain, 

These  are  the  men 

Leading  us  when 

We  are  fighting  with  might  and  main. 

While  we  are  singing  of  bone  and  brain, 

The  gladness  of  turf  and  air, 
We'll  add  a  sweetness  to  our  refrain, 

A  sweetness  rich  and  fair. 
•r  to  the  health  in  the  sunburnt  cheek, 

The  strength  in  the  eye's  reserve; 
The  College  girls  who  for  wisdom  seek, 

And  the  shrine  of  Pallas  serve. 
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Chorus  : 

And  whether  it's  tennis  or  hockey, 

Let  her  be  the  dance's  queen 

Who  joins  the  game 

And  loves  our  fame, 

And  whose  favour  is  gold  and  green. 

Far  fron\  the  College  upon  the  hill, 

Far  shall  her  children  roam, 
Seeking  knowledge  and  gaining  skill, 

To  the  Empire's  Island  Home. 
Great  the  work  that  the  master  asks, 

Great  the  heart  and  the  brain ; 
So  put  our  best  to  the  Empire's  task 

Tighten  the  golden  chain. 

Chorus  : 
For  whether  it's  doing  or  thinking, 
He  of  the  finest  brain, 
Will  bear  our  loads, 
And  win  the  "Rhodes," 
And  will  strengthen  the  golden  chain. 

After  our  College  days  are  done, 

And  our  Hall  with  ivy  grown. 
Baok  from  the  fields  where  their  fame  was  won, 

We'll  gather  to  cheer  them  home. 
We'll  sing  the  praise  of  strong  and  true, 

Wherever  such  men  are  seen, 
We'll  raise  a  shout  for  the  faithful  who 

I  lave  worn  the  gold  and  green. 

Chorus : 
For  whether  it's  here  or  in  England, 
Those  men  shall  be  ever  keen, 
Working  a  way, 
Loving  the   Cray, 
As  when  Hying  tlie  gold  and  green. 

F.A.M. 
1905. 
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Mbat  Wc  Xifce. 


AIR — "Down  Among  Die  Dead  Men.'" 

Here's  our  ladye's  health  and  fealty! 
Nor  hall,  nor  silver,  nor  silks  has  she : 
But  whoso  wears  her  colours  on  lance 
Will  lack  not  fame  nor  favour's  glance. 
This  health  who  drinks  not  deep  and  dry, 
Down  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie ! 

So  let's  clink  the  glass  to  the  green  and  gold, 
And  whenever  our  deeds  in  "Spike"  are  scrolled, 
Let  there  be  no  line  in  the  legend  writ 
Of  traitor  knight  or  quest  unfit. 
Who  lifts  not  foot  to  the  table  high, 
Down  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie ! 

And  let's  drink  a  drink  to  the  driest  gown; 
Inside  is  a  white  man  and  outside  a  frown. 
Though  'tis  fine  air  he  breathes  and  his  tastes  make 

you  writhe, — 
Such  as  rollicking  Ramsay  and  frolicking  Blyth. 
Who  lifts  not  bowl  ere  the  bubbles  die, 
Down  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie! 

To  the  true  University  man  let  us  fill, 
Hard  player,  high  thinker,  wide  reader,  at  will — 
Who  serves  first  College  and  after,  himself, 
Whose  care  is  for  knowledge  and  not  for  the  pelf. 
Who  tilts  not  the  dye  with  a  kindling  eye, 
Down  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie! 

Here's  life  and  luck  to  the  College  girl, 
Likes  she  piety,  tea,  or  lancers'  whirl; 
Who  risks  at  the  net  the  tan  o'  the  sun, 
And  "sticks"  at  hockey  scorns  to  shun. 
Who  drains  not  lief  till  the  last  drop  dry, 
Down  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie ! 
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Here's  a  full- voiced  toast  to  our  merry  men  all, 
"Who  take  the  field  with  our  foemen  tall ; 
In  the  swelter  of  summer,  the  bleakness  of  May, — 
Club,  leather,  and  racquet,  the  self-same  way. 
Who  views  not  sport  with  a  good  "  sport  "-s  eye, 
Down  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie ! 

There's  nothing  like  these,  when  all  is  said, 
While  the  muscles  bunch  and  the  blood  runs  red. 
The  tune  falls  flat  when  the  chord's  unstrung — 
But  we  are  jolly,  and  fit,  and  yoimg. 
And  who  would  mirth,  song,  waltz  decry, 
Down  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie ! 

S.S.M. 
1904. 


fiDemories  from  Hbroafc. 


Am— "Sally  Horner." 
1  have  journeyed  far,  'neath  sun  and  star,  in  lands 

remote, 
I  have  been  the  mate  of  potentate  and  man  of  note, 
Yet  whatever  gap  may  sever  us  by  land  or  sea, 
Salamanca  is  the  anchor  of  my  memory. 

(  Ihobus: 

.    And  I  wonder  as  I  ponder,  if  she's  there  to-day, 
Standing     Leeveless,  bare  and   leavdcss,  on   her 

hill  of  clay; 
Do  the  breezes  still  eause  sneezes  as  they  enter 

through 
Alma  Mater's  ventilators,  as  they  used  to  do? 
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Does  the  Chancellor  still  wag  his  jaw  on  Capping  Day 
On  the  qualities  of  'Varsities  in  U.S.A.? 
Here  in  China  they've  a  finer  sense  of  fun  by  far, 
And  a  speaker  grows  much  meeker  when  he's  boiled 
in  tar. 

Chorus  : 
And  I  wonder  as  I  ponder  if  the  Profs,  still  work ; 
Is  an  emu  on  the  menu  of  Professor  Kirk? 
Here  by  Niger,  thoughts  of  tiger  might  arouse 

his  smiles, 
But  they'd  show  him,  gently  throw  him  to  the 
crocodiles. 

Is  the  frisky  Frog,  that  gay  old  dog,  still  fancy  free? 
Are  the  graduates  all  heavy-weights  like  JennessD.  ? 
Is  MacDougall  still  as  frugal  as  a  Scot  should  be? 
And  does  Skinner  eat  his  dinner  in  the  library? 

Chorus  : 
And  I  wonder  as  I  ponder  how  the  girls  all  be : 
Angelina,  have  you  seen  her?  does  she  weep  for 

me? 
Here  in  Aden  many  a  maiden  have  I  met  and  seen, 
None  is  fairer  than  a  wearer  of  the  gold  and  green. 

Has  our  football  team,  that  faded  dream,  regained 

its  dash? 
Does  our  Tommy  boast  he's  joined  the  host  that 

plays  for  cash? 
Is  O'Leary,  plump  and  cheery,  still  the  Coll.'s  bright 

star? 
And  is  Mary  still  invari-ably  dogged  by  "Pa"? 

Chorus  : 
Ajid  I  wonder  as  I  ponder,  if  I'll  e'er  come  back 
"Where  the  strollers  act  as  rollers  on  the  stony 

track. 
Arizona  doesn't  own  a  place  I  so  respect: 
Alma  Mater,  incubator  of  the  intellect. 

1908.  S.E. 
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©penina  Cborus. 


From  "  Tlie  Golden  Calf." 
AIR— ■" Huntsman' s  Chorus,"  from  "William  Tell"  (Eossini). 

They  fashioned  their  Gods  in  the  wilderness 
Of  old,  and  smirched  the  desert 's  face ; 
They  wrote  their  faith  on  the  drifting  sand, 
But  ours  we  flaunt  in  the  market-place. 
Fill  the  seats  of  the  mighty  in  Dives'  name, 
For  only  the  purple  shall  win  grace, 
And  only  the  poor  be  clay  and  base : 
0,  kneel  to  the  King  that  the  wise  acclaim! 

Your  ancient  Gods  from  their  altars  hale, 
And  drag  in  the  dust  your  pride  and  worth: 
For  the  meek  shall  inherit  the  kindly  earth 
And  the  fruits  thereof,  who  acknowledge  Baal. 
We  have  sloughed  the  garb  of  our  servitude 
To  the  churches'  creeds  that  are  lootless  feud, 
And  have  made  of  Honour  a  tinkling  name : 
0,  kneel  to  the  King  that  the  wise  acclaim ! 

S.S.M. 
1907. 

Brotbers^in^Bloofc. 


From  "The  Golden  Calf." 

AIR—"  Tlie  Screw  May  Tivist,"  from  "  Yeomen  of  Guard," 

(Sullivan). 

Octette — 

Merry  Slaughtermen  are  we,  men  of  heart  and  men 

of  brain, 
And  you  see  us  from  our  labours  fresh  and  gory; 
We've  a  lengthy  pedigree,  which  goes  hack  as  far 

as  Cain, 
On  the  Cattlefh'ld  we  seek  undying  glory. 
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We're  the  Argonauts   of  Grease,  for  we  seek  the 

Golden  Fleece, 
And  in  sharing  it  we  neither  err  nor  bungle; 
On    the    Slaughterhouse's    floors    we    are    Spanish 

Toreadors, 
"We're  the  fierce  and  stealthy  tigers  of  the  "Jungle." 


Chorus  : 

Our  screw  may  rise,  our  screw  may  fall, 
It  matters  not  to  us  at  all, 
For  if  there's  aught  that  we  do  not  like, 
Our  remedy's  a  good  fat  strike. 


Bis. 


From  the  meadow  to  the  coop,  from  the  shambles 
to  the  soup, 

Is  a  journey  made  by  many  a  juicy  ovine. 

If  there 's  any  chance  of  loss,  now  we  sacrifice  the  bos, 

Where  in  former  days  men  sacrificed  the  bovine. 

Now  when  wool  goes  up  in  flames,  a  select  com- 
mission aims 

On  a  germ  to  place  the  blame  of  all  the  burning; 

But  Easterfield's  small  fee  is  a  guinea  for  each  flea, 

As  the  only  festive  germ  in  bales  sojourning. 


Chorus  : 

And  wool  may  rise,  and  wool  may  fall, 
It  matters  not  to  us  at  all, 
For  if  there 's  aught  that  we  do  not  like, 
Our  remedy's  a  good  fat  strike. 


Bis. 


"We  still  do  a  slashing  biz,  though  a  new  sect  has  ariz, 
Which  intends  to  do  away  with  all  the  cooking; 
What  they  live  on  heaven  knows,  but  some  stuff  they 

call  Bromose, 
And  a  good  square  feed  when  no  one  else  is  looking. 
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But  we've  got  no  cause  for  fear,  for  there's  nothing 

out  of  Gear 
In  the  strongholds  of  Ngahauranga  and  Petone, 
And  the  beasts  that  manned  the  Ark  bore  the  meat 

inspector's  mark, 
From  the  Hippo  to  the  tiniest  Polony. 

Chorus  : 

Our  screw  may  rise,  our  screw  may  fall, 
It  matters  not  to  us  at  all, 
For  if  there 's  aught  that  we  do  not  like, 
Our  remedy's  a  good  fat  strike. 


Bis. 

S.E. 


1907. 

Gbe  Common  jfate. 


From  "The  Golden  Calf." 
AIR — "Glou,  Glou,"  from  "La  Mascotte,"  (Audran). 

Duet — 

All  flesh  is  grass  and  rank  it  grows 

"Where  Brookie's  cow  apart  reposes, 

And  where  she's  gone  Kirk's  emu  goes 
And  where  Brook's  dog  no  longer  noses. 

She  might  have  been  the  latest  "slide," 
And  doctored  for  Kirk's  lantern  lecture: 

Or  been  for  tender  veal  supplied, 
We  can  but  surmise  and  conjecture. 

Bovine 's  song  is  sweet, 
Softly  muttons  bleal  : 
Lowing  Dear  and  Ear,  moo,  moo,  moo, 
Musical  are  sheep,  baa,  baa ! 
K 
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Fonder  of  beef  I   am, 

Dearer  it  is  than  lamb. 

Though  that's  pretty  dear,  moo,  moo,  moo, 

If  you  book  with  Gear,  baa.  baa ! 

It's  clear  that  bird  and  beast  were  made 
For  cooks  and  for  Victoria  College, 

For  if  not  edible,  they're  flayed 

By  Kirk,  and  salted  down  for  knowledge. 

It  may  be  cow,  it  may  be  frog, 

The  end's  the  same,  whate'er  the  details, 

And  either  Kirk  or  Gear's  top-dog, 
The  one  dissects,  the  other  retails. 

S.S.M. 

1907. 

H    ffew  pain  IRecipes, 


AIR— "If  you  want  a  receipt  for  that  popular  mystery  "—Patter 
Song  from  ' '  Patience . ' ' 

If  you  want  a  receipt  for  that  man  at  the  'Varsity, 
Known  to  the  world  as  a  dignified  Prof., 

Just  take  all  the  scholars  you  know  in  our  City, 
Get  a  good  tune  and  then  rattle  them  off; 

The  wit  of  Mackenzie  who  takes  Anglo-Saxon, 
The  book  of  a  Salmond  who  wrote  on  the  Law. 

Defence  by  a  Richmond  of  Brook  from  an  action. 
Sarcasm  of  Murphy  we  always  adcre ; 

The  brains  of  Maclaurin,  who 's  full  of  diversity, 

Doctor  of  Laws  at  a  Home  University, 
Rabbit  of  Kirk's,  and  a  Frog— just  a  touch  of  it- 
Smell  of  an  Easterfield— not  very  much  of  it- 
Go  of  a  Hunter,  the  dash  of  a  Von, 
Latin  and  Greek  of  our  classical  John. 
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Take  of  these  elements  all  that  is  fusible, 
Melt  'em  all  down  in  a  beaker  or  crucible, 
Set  'em  to  simmer  and  take  off  the  scum, 
And  a  dignified  Prof,  is  the  residuum. 

If  you  want  a  receipt  for  an  undergrad.  typical, 
Get,  if  you  can,  the  great  genius  of  Joynt, 

The  lit'rary  powers  of  H.  Bodley  the  mythical, 
Wit  of  Jim  Dykes  when  he 's  making  his  point ; 

A  little  of  Joe  from  Taihape's  insanity, 

Cheek  of  James  Moore  when  he 's  boarding  a  barque. 

The  style  of  a  Plunket  with  Masher  Clark's  vanity, 
Speed  of  Bill  Wallace  when  taking  a  mark; 

The  powers  of  endurance  of  Caesar  or  Hannibal 

Appetite  ever  like  that  of  a  cannibal, 

Great  veneration  for  Doctor  Gibb's  piety, 
Milligan's  waistcoats  in  greatest  variety, 
Charms  of  George  Toogood  addressing  the  beak, 
Rhet'ric  of  Hislop  when  deigning  to  speak. 

Take  of  these  elements  all  that  is  fusible, 
Melt  'em  all  down  in  a  beaker  or  crucible, 
Set  'em  to  simmer  and  take  off  the  scum, 
A  typical  student's  the  residuum. 

If  you  want  a  receipt  for  a  Parliamentarian, 
Get  all  the  cheek  of  a  Deakin  at  Home, 

Good-nature  of  Aitken,  our  solid  old  Mary  Ann, 
Business-like  methods  of  Joe  Ward  at  Rome; 

The  speeches  of  Findlay,  the  great  after-dinner  man, 
Air  of  a  Wilford  addressing  the  Bench, 

The  virtues  of  Balfour  as  rendered  by  Bannerman, 
Genius  of  Bonaparte  leading  the  French; 

Our  Paddy  O'Regan  on  Fisher's  abilities, 

Charlie  H.  Mills  and  his  improbabilities, 
Barber  of  Wellington,  William  of  Germany, 
Duthie  on  Finance  and  Roosevelt  on  Tammany, 
Public  opinion  of  San  'Frisco  mails, 
Government  surpluses,  Suffragette  wails. 
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Take  of  these  elements  all  that  is  fusible, 
Melt  'em  all  down  in  a  beaker  or  crucible, 
Set  'em  to  simmer  and  take  off  the  scum, 
A  political  man  is  the  residuum. 

G.  McL.  Hogben. 
1907.  J.  McL.  Hogben. 


Sbe  Scaled  Soutb. 

From  "  Shackleton  Outshacked." 
Am—TostVs  "Good-fci/e." 

Frozen  joints  and  frozen  toes, 

Chatt'ring  teeth  and  a  true  blue  nose, 

Frozen  whiskers  and  Esqui-mous, 

Icemaids  cold  to  their  Polar  beaux. 

0,  these  must  we  leave  and  so  that's  why  we  cry, 

Frozen  tears  from  a  bleary  eye. 

Good-bye,  Aurora,  nice  Flo,  Good-bye, 

And-arctic  Flora,  Good-bye,  Good-bye. 

Hark!     My  voice  falls  from  frozen  jaws, 
Fixed  is  my  smile  until  it  thaws, 
Frozen  my  slumbers  and  frozen  my  snores, 
Frozen  the  hope  of  the  South  Polar  corps ; 
Our  Sealtail  soup  and  Penguin  pie, 
And  Pola  Nip,  they  are  frozen  dry, 
The  thing's  a  frost  and  all  my  eye, 
The  Pole  is  lost,  Good-bye,  Good-bye. 

Here  'neath  the  Polar  Star  man  forgets 
All  his  worries  and  wives — and  debts. 
Alas !     Alas !     His  debts !     His  debts ! 
Three  Arctic  days  'neath  this  frozen  sky- 
Are  grace  enough;  birds'  bills  aren't  high. 
Good-bye   my  hero,   you're   under   zero,    Good-bye, 
Good-bye,  Good-bye. 

S.E. 

1909. 
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Smoking, 

Sir  Robert  Stout  held  that  students  should  not  be  en- 
couraged to  smoke.  "Very  few  students  who  smoke,"  he  said, 
"come  to  any  good." — Report  of  College  Council  JIeeting. 

AIR— "In  Cellar  Cool." 

Farewell  my  pipe,  for  we  must  part, 

The  Chancellor  has  said  it; 
The  cheerful  glow  within  your  heart 

Is  little  to  my  credit. 
0  fragrant  piece  of  briar  wood! 

The  fellow  must  be  joking! 
He  says  I'll  come  to  nothing  good, 

Through  smoking,  smoking,  smoking. 

And  now  I  know  why  Von  and  Brown 

And  all  those  other  jokers, 
Are  such  disgrace  to  cap  and  gown ; 

It's  just  because  they're  smokers. 
The  men  by  Isis  and  the  Cam 

Will  find  it  most  provoking, 
When  told  that  they're  not  worth  a 


Through  smoking,  smoking,  smoking. 

I  long  to  sit  when  twilight  ends, 

Your  bowl  with  fragrance  stuffing, 
And  see  the  faces  of  old  friends 

Within  the  rings  I'm  puffing. 
The  flames  roar  round  the  pine-wood  logs, 

Without  the  Progs  are  croaking, 
But   I'<1  be  going  to  the  do^s. 

If  smoking,  smoking,  smoking. 

Oft  when  my  Muse  was  sick  or  slow, 

(And  so  she  is  at  present) 
She'd  waken  in  your  genial  slow. 

Becoming  bright  and  pleasant ; 

*  The  MS.,  an  old  one,  is  illegible  at  tins  point.     Soft  music. 
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But  now  when  things  look  pretty  blue, 
My  pain  and  sorrow  cloaking, 

I  cannot  find  my  peace  in  you, 
In  smoking,  smoking,  smoking. 

But  let  them  go  their  narrow  way, 

And  you  and  I'll  be  vagrant; 
You're  worth  ten  thousand  such  as  they 

And  twenty  times  as  fragrant; 
Your  logic's  just  as  good  as  theirs, 

So  I'll  continue   stoking, 
And  kill  the  germs  of  all  my  cares, 

By  smoking,  smoking,  smoking. 

1910. 


S.E. 


(50  to  Coll. 

AIR — "  6o  to  Sea." 

Do  you  want  to  know  the  finest  life  that's  ever  to 

be  had? 
Go  to  Coll,  my  lads,  go  to  Coll. 
Do  you  want  to  live  the  life  of  a  jolly  undergrad? 
Go  to  Coll,  my  lads,  go  to  Coll. 
Oh,  whether  you  take  Arts  or  Mathematics, 
Pol.  Econ.,  Mental  Sci.,  or  Hydrostatics, 
Or  Jurisprudence,  Law  or  Ancient  Classics, 
Philosophy  that  never  makes  you  sad, 
Go  to  Coll,  yes,  go  to  Coll. 

Then  Yeo  Ho,  away  to  Coll  we'll  go, 
And  we'll  make  of  you  a  jolly  undergrad. 
It's  a  life  one  ought  to  lead, 
And  improve  by  act  and  deed, 
It's  the  best  that's  to  be  had. 
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If  you  -want  to  know  what  fees  to  pay  and  whom  to 

pay  them  to, 
Go  to  Powles,  my  lads,  go  to  Powles. 
If  you  want  to  keep  your  first  terms  and  don 't  know 

what  to   do, 
Go  to  Powles,  my  lads,  go  to  Powles. 
And  if  you  want  to  be  matriculated, 
Have  the  rules  of  the  Coll  elaborated, 
Your  golden  guineas  all  appropriated, 
And  while  you  wait  receipts  made  out  to  you — 
Go  to  Powles,  yes,  go  to  Powles. 

Then  Yeo  Ho,  away  to  Powles  we'll  go, 
And  we'll  make  of  you  a  jolly  undergrad. 
If  you  don't  pay  up  in  time, 
He'll  make  you  stand  a  fine, 
It's  a  thing  to  do  he's  glad. 


V.  B.  Willis. 


1906. 


Gbat  Uutcbener  Camp. 


AIR— "  TJie  Irish  Orchestra." 

1. 

The  College  Officers'  Training  Corps,  now  known  as 

the  Old  Tom  Cat, 
Were  jaunty  and  perky  and  horribly  jerky,  when 

marching  along  the  flat. 
When  Kitchener  came  to  Wellington,  they  had  to 

go  into  camp, 
Though  ravin'  and  rantin'  for  lack  of  a  cante'n,  the 

weather  it  kept  'em  damp. 
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The  Company  seized  its  picks  and  spades  and  under 

the  lash  of  Short, 
'Twas  delvin'  and  ditchin'  and  all  because  Kitchen-er 

wanted  to  have  some  sport. 
Atkinson  drew  his  little  sword  as  he  boldly  shouted 

"Shun!" 
With  their  laager  here  and  their  Captain  Beere,  they 

made  things  hum. 

II. 

A  terrible,  horrible  row  they  made  when  trying  to 

find  their  tents, 
The  rustics  and  farmers  came  out  in  pyjamas  with 

words  that  caused  offence ; 
And  when  they  finally  fell  asleep  and  dreamt  of  their 

dear  old  folks, 
They  suddenly  woke  up  and  listened  to  Bauchop  a- 

laughing  at  all  his  jokes. 
And  all  too  speedily  came  the  dawn,  like  a  dripping 

mackintosh, 
The  fanfares  and  tuckets  rang  out  "Man  the  buckets, 

come  forward  ye  swabs  and  wash." 
Though  all  of   'em  wished  the  Kitchener  Camp  in 

far-off  Kingdom  Come, 
With  their  laager  here  and  their  Captain  Beere,  they 

made  things  hum. 

III. 

They  drilled  in  the  morning  and  afternoon,  they 
drilled  when  the  light  was  dim, 

The  buttons  and  tassels  that  dangled  from  Lascelles 
made  everyone  envy  him, 

And  when  they  were  weary  and  fit  to  drop  and 
covered  with  mud  and  clay, 

They  were  told  there  were  millions  of  blighted 
civilians,  three  times  as  good  as  they. 

And  orderlies  washed  like  scullery-maids,  and  order- 
lies cooked  like  toffs, 
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The  steak  fried  by  Inder  was  burnt  to  a  cinder,  so 

they  gave  it  to  the  profs. 
Easterfield  boiled  a  succulent  duff,  but  they  couldn't 

find  the  plum, 
With  their  laager  here  and  their  Captain  Beere,  they 

made  things  hum. 

IV. 

When  the  notable  day  arrived,  under  Kitchener's 

notable  stare, 
They  stormed  with  much  shoutin'  but  divil  a  bit 

scoutin'  a  hill  with  no  one  there. 
And  Kitchener  smiled  his  sacred  smile  and  winked 

his  eye  at  a  star, 
For  he'd  seen  enough  and  he  went  puff -puff  in  his 

little  motor-car. 
The     Officers'     Training    Corps    that    night    with 

vehemence  struck  their  camp, 
The  side-lights  and  head-lights  were  doused  by  von 

Zedlitz,  the  weather  still  was  damp. 
And  if  you  should  wish  to  make  a  foe  or  want  to  lose 

a  chum, 
Only  say  you  hear  that  with  Captain  Beere  they 

made  things  hum. 

S.E. 
1910. 

IDictoria. 


AIR — "  Maryland." 

Beneath  thy  portals  see  him  stand ! 

Victoria!     Victoria! 
Embodiment  of  thy  command, 

Victoria!     Victoria! 
I  lis  lofty  brow  by  breezes  fanned — 
A  clasp  of  keys  is  in  his  hand — 
Immortal  Gods  I     He's  grand]     He's  grand! 
ietoria!     Victoria'. 
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No  image  he,  nor  carved  of  stone, 

Victoria !     Victoria ! 
A  stirring  sound  !     It  is  the  'phone  ! 

Victoria !     Victoria ! 
He  lives !     He  strides  towards  his  own — 
Full  well  he  knows  that  fearsome  tone! 
Tishis!     'Tishis!     Tis  his  alone ! 

Victoria !     Victoria ! 

Illustrious  Brook  should  all  things  know ! 

Victoria !     Victoria ! 
Resplendent  Brook  will  tell  thee  so 

Victoria !     Victoria ! 
Almighty  Brook  doth  wind,  and  lo ! 
Thy  glorious  clocks  correctly  go. 
"With  rythmic  march  nor  fast,  nor  slow, 

Victoria !     Victoria ! 

He  comes !     He  comes !     We  bow  the  head ! 

Victoria !     Victoria ! 
Hast  heard  the  sound  of  falling  lead? 

Victoria !     Victoria ! 
For  louder  far  and  still  more  dread, 
His  ponderous  march  would  wake  the  dead, 
Thy  walls  re-echo  with  his  tread, 

Victoria !     Victoria ! 

G.  M.  Cleghorn. 
1909. 

©pentno  Cborus. 


From  "  T)ie  Bended  Bow." 
AIR — Bridal  March  in  "Lohengrin." 

Pathways  of  men — peopled  by  slain, 

AVhere  do  you  lead  us — oh,  where  do  you  end? 
Legions  of  Rome,  marched  ye  in  vain, 

Where  do  you  lead  us,  with  death  for  a  friend? 
Babylon's  ashes,  dead  is  the  fire. 
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Mingle  thy  dust  with  the  ashes  of  Tyre. 
Gayly  men  marched  in  days  of  declining — 
Marched  to  the  Fall — the  heroes  repining — 
Nations  defenceless — speed  to  your  fall — 
Choose  ye  the  path,  and  answer  the  call! 

Pathways  of  men — winning  the  height! 

Hard  was  the  struggle  the  banner  to  set. 
Honour's  the  call,  and  freedom,  and  might, 

Follow  the  Standard  and  never  forget. 
Drake  on  the  main,  prepare  for  his  drum 
Beating  to  quarters,  it  calls  you  to  come. 
'"Ware  ye  your  ease,  your  heritage  spending, 
Build  with  your  might  a  City  unending. 
Stand  to  your  arms — be  ready  the  blow, 
Peace  shall  answer  the  bend  of  the  bow. 


1910. 

Dillacjers'  Cborus. 


F.A.M. 


From  "The  Eended  Bow." 
AIR — "Yeomen,"  in  "  Merrie  England." 

Summoned  are  we  all  to  battle  for  England, 
Priest  of  the  Cymri,  war-man  and  chieftain ; 

Climb  to  the  signal  fire, 

Beacon  it  high  and  higher, 
Shine  out  at  our  desire,  the  signal  for  England. 

Refrain. 

Then  stranger  invaders, 
And  all  ruthless  raiders, 
Will  never  surprise 

The  guardians  of  England. 
No  other  land  can  despise  □ 

Nor  the  mot  her  land,  old  England, 

So  st ill  for  our  country  we'll  fight  and  we'll  die. 
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Come   from  the   mountains,   the   mist-crowned,   the 

dreary, 
Come  from  the  low-lands,  the  withy-thatched  dwell- 
ings, 
Come  to  the  winding  horn, 
Come   to   the   coming   dawn, 
Gather  ye  all,  for  the  battle  preparing. 

Bind  on  your  forehead  the  green  wreath,  the  garland, 
Take  up  your  bows  and  be  ready  for  England, 
Quench  ye  the  moon  to-night, 
Quench  with  your  signal  light, 
Forward  to  join  the  fight,  striking  for  England. 

Erica  R.  Fell. 
1910. 


praetor's  Sons. 


From  "Tfie  Bended  Bow." 
AIR — Recitative  and  Song  (Ludivig)  with  Chorus  in  "Grand  Duke." 

Recit. 

Behold,  my  friends,  a  Praetor  much  admired; 
My  armour's  rather  rusty,  but  it's  hired. 
Pray  don't  mistake,  I'm  not  a  wandering  showman, 
But  kindly  recollect  I  am  a  Roman. 

Song. 

We've  been  growing  strong  and  famous 
Since  the  days  when  playful  Remus, 
For  his  puerile  behaviour,  was  irrevocably  slain ; 
We're  a  race  of  burly  fighters, 
Though  of  course  there  are  some  blighters 
Who  regard  this  soldier  business  as  peculiarly  insane. 
Aye,  the  men  about  the  Tiber 
Are  of  tough  and  hardy  fibre, 

They're  at  home  behind  the  rampart  or  when  storm- 
ing down  a  ridge. 
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You  have  heard  about  Horatius, 

If  you've  not.  why  then,  good  gracious. 

He's  at  present  doing  six  months  hard  for  keeping 

someone's  bridge. 
There  are  Caesar  and  Valerius, 
And   Kordonius   Tiberius, 
And  the  ever  genial  Cato.  who  while  feeling  rather 

bored, 
Or  while  suffering  from  lumbago, 
Cried  ''Delenda  est  Carthago/' 
And  his  namesake  Uticensis  who  descended  on  his 

sword. 
And  we  also  sail  per  mare, 
On  our  galleys  rowed  by  slaves ; 
O  our  tars  are  rich  and  tarry, 
And  Romannia  rules  the  waves. 
Tho'  the  Roman  quinqueremis, 
Doesn't  seem  the  thing  that  steam  is. 
Her  surpassing  breadth  of  beam  is 
Such  a  comfort  on  the  waves. 


Bis.  Second  time 
with  chorus. 


I've  no  doubt  you'd  like  to  learn  all 

Of  our  State's  affairs  internal, 

If  we  wield  the  rod  of  office  as  we  wield  our  trusty 

swords ; 
So  I'll  start  with  poor  old  Gracchus, 
Who,  no  devotee  of  Bacchus, 
Introduced  a  Roman  budget  and  was  murdered  by 

ihe    lords. 
Then  our  methods  of  election 
Have  not  yet  attained  perfection, 
For  our  memories  and  our  purses  must  be  uniformly 

long; 
We  must  know  papa  or  may  be 
Kiss  ten  thousand  miles  of  baby, 

See  a  joke  or  tell  a  story,  sin*,'  the  lalcsl  comic  song. 
As  for  higher  education, 
li's  a  blot  on  all  the  nation 
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That  our  youth  for  erudition  fly  to  Athens,  run  to 

Greece, 
Where  the  baby  from  its  bottle 
Takes  to  reading  Aristotle, 

And  the  sole  uneducated  are  the  soldiers  and  police. 
Now  the  Senate  is  a  body 
Most  deserving  of  applause; 
Roman  punch  and  whisky  toddy 
Smoothly  alternate  with  laws ; 
Oft  reformers  Herculean 
Start  reforming  by  the  aeon, 
But  a  flight  from  Rock  Tarpeian 
Points  the  virtue  of  our  laws. 


Bis.  Second  time 
with  chorus. 


As  to  family  relations 

In  this  Queen  of  all  the  nations, 

0,  we  aren't  at  all  effusive  with  our  "darlings"  and 

our  "pets";  ^ 

But  the  Lares  and  Penates, 
Are  the  most  important  parties, 

And  the  Patria  Potestas  won't  encourage  suffragettes. 
The  stern  papa  familias 
Who  deems  his  son  a  silly  ass 
And  not  at  all  the  kind  of  chap  his  father's  son 

should  be, 
Or  a  pampered  molly-coddle, 
Taps  him  firmly  on  the  noddle, 
And  the  Tiber  bears  his  corpus  to  the  blue  Tyrrhenian 

Sea. 
But  the  son  whose  tastes  are  classic, 
In  Falernian  and  Massic, 
And  who  spots  a  likely  winner,  pater  couldn't  do 

without ; 
An  hereditas  damnosa 
Sets  that  gilded  youth  a  poser, 
How  to  keep  the  family  chattels  a  candle  (from  the 

spout). 
Now  my  song's  been  long  and  flowy, 
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And  as  airy  as  the  foam, 
But  I  haven't  mentioned  Chloe, 
And  the  little  girls  of  Rome. 
Yet  I  love  to  think  of  Pyrrha 
As  she  sits  before  her  mirror 
Tinkling  sweetly  on  her  lyra, 
And  I'm  going  back  to  Rome. 

1910. 
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Bis.  Second  time 
with  chorus. 

SE. 


£obunga'0  Son^ 


From  "  The  Bended  Bow." 
Air—"  TJie  Deathless  Army." 

From  mountain,  river,  lake  and  sea, 
Called  together  in  haste  are  ye, 
Hark  to  the  voice  of  Destiny, 

Now  hark  to  its  note  of  warning. 
Where  lies  the  sacred  Jcura  stone 
On  Puketapu's  summit  lone 
A  dirge  upon  the  breeze  is  blown 

A  Day  of  Doom  is  dawning. 
Once  more  shall  Matariki  rise 
Ere  clear  against  the  western  skies 
The  stranger's  mast-head  pennon  flies, 

Farewell !  the  land  you  cherish. 
For  though  the  strife  be  fierce  and  long, 
Thy  courage  high,  thine  armour  strong" 
Yet  at  the  last,  so  runs  the  song, 

The  Maori  People  perish. 

Refrain. 

Gather  then    from  pa  and  kainga, 

Gather  ye  to  meet  the  foe, 

The  mtinu  Palls  upon  yon 

Of  your  sires  of  long  ago. 
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Gather  then  from  pa  and  kainga, 
Gather  ye  to  meet  the  foe, 

For  the  souls  of  heroes  die  not, 
In  the  Land  of  Long  Ago. 

The  rock  by  the  sacred  tree  beneath, 
Set  are  the  wands  of  Life  and  Death, 
But  the  wind  of  Battle's  ice-cold  breath 

Sweeps  past :  and  Life  lies  broken. 
The  fern-stalks  cast  by  the  questing  hand 
Drift  and  scatter  along  the  sand, 
A  star  lies  close  in  the  circling  band 

Of  the  young  moon 's  early  token. 
The  hawk  flies  low  o'er  the  council-fire, 
The  owl  hoots  not  as  its  flames  expire, 
The  omens  are  all  of  import  dire, 

The  Day  of  Doom  is  dawning. 
But  fair  the  haunts  where  your  fathers  played, 
And  dear  \o  you  where  their  bones  are  laid, 
Fight  on !     Reck  not  Te  Reinga's  shade, 

Death's  night  is  Glory's  morning. 

A.  H.  Bogle. 

1910. 

Dice  IDersa. 

I  swats  and  I  swats, 

'Till  for  floating  blots 

I  can't  tell  a  goal  from  a  try; 

'Till  endless  equations,  and  Tully's  orations 

Are  fragments  of  Liddell  and  Scott's. 

I  plays  and  I  plays, 

For  I  find  it  pays, 

And  I  give  slight  thought  to  November, 

I  scorn  swat  capers  and  burn  no  tapers, 

And  find  myself  capped  with  B.A.'s. 

S.S.M. 

••Spike,"  1903. 


TEE    OLD    CLAY    FATCH  81 

H  Song  of  farewell. 

To  Mr.  J.  W.  Joynt. 


Sung  at  a  dinner  given  by   the  Victoria   College   Graduates' 
Association  in  honour  of  Mr.  Joynt. 

Am— "Father   O'Flynn." 

AYho  is  beloved  by  the  whole  University? 
"Who  of  ripe  scholarship  has  not  a  scarcity? 
Students  exclaim  without  any  diversity, 
'"That  is  our  popular  Registrar  Joynt." 
Soon  he  is  leaving  and  crossing  the  sea, 
'Varsity  Agent  in  London  to  be, 
Hence  this  farewelling,  our  sorrow  we're  quelling, 
The  praises  we're  swelling  of  Registrar  Joynt. 

Chorus  : 

Here's  a  health  to  our  Registrar  Joynt. 
For  to  his  record  with  pride  he  can  point, 
Patron  aesthetic,  and  man  energetic,  and  friend 
sympathetic — 

J.  W.  Joynt. 


AY  ho  performs  tasks  of  the  greatest  variety, 
Freeing  the  Senate  from  any  anxiety, 
Statutes  interprets  in  case  of  dubiety? 
That  is  our  versatile  Registrar  Joynt. 
Be  signs  the  card  that  brings  failure  or  fame, 
Cheques  for  the  scholars  inscribes  with  his  name, 
Things  academical,  legal  or  chemical,  sessions  pol- 
emical, manages  Joynt. 

He  to  encourage  our  speech  oratorical, 

Argument  lucid  and  words  metaphorical, 

Gave  for  debating  that  shield  now  historical, 

Treasured  as  trophy  of  Registrar  Joynt. 
M 
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Though  he  is  going  so  far  from  us  all, 
Yearly  his  mem'ry  that  Shield  will  recall, 
Friend  of  the  tournament,  umpire  and  ornament, 
soon  -we'll  forlorn  lament,  Registrar  Joynt. 

What  shall  we  do  on  next  yearly  capping  day, 
AY  hen  we  assemble  that  singing  and  clapping  day 
And  speakers  and  students  indulge  in  a  "scrapping" 

day, 
Minus  the  presence  of  Registrar  Joynt? 
Then  all  in  vain  will  the  populace  wish 
To  see  on  the  menu  our  long-standing  dish, 
Undergrads   roasting   him,   Senators   boasting   him, 

Graduates  toasting  him — Succulent  Joynt. 

Soon  he'll  be  back  by  the  lakes  of  Killarney, 
And  giving  the  colleens  a  taste  of  his  blarney, 
With     Kathleen     Mavourneen,     and     pretty     Kate 

Kearney, 
One  on  each  side  of  bould  Registrar  Joynt! 
When  he  gets  tired  of  code  words  and  marks, 
Back  to  his  green  little  island  he  harks, 
Boycotting  daily,  and  dancing  jigs  gaily,  and  twirl- 
ing shillelagh — J.  W.  Joynt. 

Now  let  us  see  what  you  think  of  his  quality, 
Give  him  a  taste  of  your  fun  and  frivolity, 
Shout  out  that  chorus  of  jovial  jollity, 
"Jolly  good  fellow"  is  Registrar  Joynt. 
When  he  embarks  on  his  new  scholarship, 
We'll  grasp  his  hand  in  a  long  parting  grip, 
Eyes  strangely  wetting,  and  always  regretting,  but 
never  forgetting,  our  Registrar  Joynt. 

H.  F.  von  Haast. 
1910. 
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fl>at*t  III. 


"Begin  and  cease,   and   then  again   begin, 
With  tremulous  cadence  slow,  and  bring 
The  eternal  note  of  sadness  in." 

— Matthew  Arnold. 

"In  spite  of  the  imperfection  of  the  'Geological  Record,'  in 
spite  of  the  conditions  unfavourable  to  the  preservation  of 
many  kinds  of  animals,  it  is  sometimes  possible  to  trace  a  whole 
series  of  extinct  forms  through  progressive  changes." — Kirk. 


"flfeuncbums" 


OR 


"£be  ©nam  of  (Benus." 


A  Musical  Extravaganza,  by  F.  A.  de  la  Mare,  S.  8.  Mackenzie, 

and  S.  Eichelbaum. 

Music  by  Sir  Arthur  Sullivan  and  other  celebrated  composers. 

"This  costume  chaste 
la  but  good  taste 
Misplaced." — Patience. 

IProlcQue. 

Air — Soldiers'  Chorus  from  Gounod's  "Faust.'' 

Honour  and  thanks  to  the  clays  gone  west! 

Pledge  we!  to  whom  they  bequeathed  their  best;— 

Brave  days  of  stress  when  the  world  was  young: 
Let  their  praises  he  sung 
With  an  eloquent  tongue, 
To  lutes  highly  strung! 
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Pledge  we  the  men  and  the  kings  of  men 
"Who  builded  world-cities  on  cliff  and  fen  ; 
And  whoso  the  gauntlet  of  Freedom  Qung; 

Let  their  praises  be  sung, 

With  an  eloquent  tongue, 

To  lutes  highly  strung! 

But  pardon, — our  purpose  is  but  to-night 
To  touch  on  an  undergrade  perilous  plight — 
The  victim  of  chancellors'  tyrannous  ways 
From  the  dolomite  days, 
Through  the  iron-adze  phase, 
To  the  tabloid  craze. 


tableau  i— "Gbe  Stone  Age." 

Song  of  tbe  Gbancellor. 

"And  has  not  such  a  Story  from  of  Old, 
Down  Man's  successive  generations  roll'd; 
Of  such  a  clod  of  saturated  Earth 
Cast  by  the  Maker  into  Human  mould." 

— Omar  Khayyam. 

"He's  extremely   pretty,   but   he's   inclined   to   be   Stout." 

— lOLANTHE. 


Ana — "The    Susceptible    Chancellor."— From    "Iolanthe. 

Oh !  this  is  an  age  of  excellence, 
And  all  is  good  at  small  expense ; 
This  cap  and  gown  which  here  you  see, 
I  wore,  my  friends,  to  take  my  degree. 
The  fur  round  my  collar  cost  me  least, 
I  collared  it  off  the  back  of  the  beast : 
A  very  formidable  brute  it  was, 
A  Munchumupoletricopheroz. 
Bis. — A  rather  fine  achievement  for 
An  antediluvian  Chancellor. 
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The  hardship  that  we've  had  is  great, 
To  bring  our  College  right  up  to  date; 
And  here  you  observe  the  noble  pile, 
Which  will  have  to  last  us  quite  a  while. 
But  we're  waiting  on  with  hope  forlorn, 
For  a  man  to  die  who's  not  yet  been  born, 
"Who'll  bequeath  his  teeth,  his  skins  and  his 

hides, 
("Which  is  current  coin)  and  all  else  besides; 
Bis, — Yes,  this  is  what  I'm  waiting  for, 
An  antediluvian  Chancellor. 

'Resolved  to  try 
A  plan  whereby 
Young  men  might  best  be  steadied.'' — Mikado. 

The  students  are  a  troublesome  lot, 
AVho'll  end  in  jug  as  like  as  not; 
And  when  I  speak  they're  not  polite, 
Hurling  great  chunks  of  Dolomite. 
They  hunt  all  day  and  drink  all  night. 
Do  all  that's  wrong  and  nought  that's  right, 
Sing  rowdy  songs  with  all  their  might, 
And  in  strange  noises  take  delight 
Bis. — "Which  is  exasperating  for 
An  antediluvian  Chancellor. 

Of  profs,  to  obtain  sufficiency, 
Especially  in  Biology, 
Is  really  very  hard,  and  I 
"Will  now  attempt  to  tell  you  why. 
They  go  in  search  of  the  fossils  and 
The  insects  thai  dwell   upon  the  land. 
To  bring  thorn  all  back  wilh  evidenl   pride; 
But  usually  they  come  back  inside 
Bis. — An  insect  with  b  Longer  jaw, 
Than  an  antediluvian  Chancellor. 

'•.1    man   however  well-behaved, 
At  best  w  only  a  monkey,  shaved." — I'kincesh  Iha. 
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The  monkeys  who  live  round  the  place 
Evolve  humanity  apace. 
The  chimpanzees  increase  my  joys 
By  turning  into  naughty  boys. 
And  little  girl  students  all  declare. 
That  these  persist  in  tugging  their  hair, 
And  in  most  cases  this '11  be  found, 
To  descend  in  ringlets  to  the  ground. 

Bis. — Oh,  hairpins  are  a  puzzle  for 
An  antediluvian  Chancellor. 

"My  mother  lids  me  bind  my  hair." — Old  Song. 


Cborus. 

"Nothing  man  unsettles 
Like  a  bed  of  stinging  nettles, 

When  he  jumps." — Princess  Ida. 

Air — "The  World  went  very  well  then." 

Now  in  the  time  of  the  afterglow, 

"When  science  creeps  a  trifle  slow, 

And  we  think  how  little  we  really  know, 

And  how  well  the  world  went  then ; 
We  sigh  for  the  games  we  had  in  trees, 
When  jumps  were  the  tests  for  pass  degrees, 
And  students  who  "couldn't"  just  "did  a  freeze," 

For  Profs,  turned  somersaults  then. 

For  Profs,  were  chosen  for  movement  free, 
They  were  always  right  at  the  top  of  the  tree, 
And  lectures  were  short  as  short  could  be, 

Yet  the  world  went  very  well  then; 
They  did  without  gowns  and  trenchers  too, 
Even  hoods,  I  regret  to  say,  were  few, 
But  they  taught   the   theories   "bough-wow"   and 
"pooh" 

Even  Hugh  turned  somersaults  then. 
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The  classics  then  were  wondrous  things, 
They  were  Greecy  twists  on  Roman  rings, 
And  the  Prof,  knew  all  the  rarest  swings — 

For  John  was  an  acrobat  then ; 
But  now  that  age  we  regret  to  state, 
Only  serves  as  foil  for  a  "stony"  fate, 
And  keeps  our  museum  shelves  up-to-date, 

Though  the  world  went  very  well  then. 


tableau  n. — ^be  flron  flge. 

Opening  Solo:    "Ubese  are  tbe  5)a^9." 

"Well   roared,    lion.'' — Midsummer   Night's    Dream. 
Aib — "Let  me   like   a   Soldier   Fall."— From   "Montana." 

These  are  the  days  when  blood  runs  fast 

In  frames  of  men  of  might; 
Degrees  don't  count  if  a  man  can  "last," 

Pince-nez  don't  serve  for  sight: 
But  muscles  are  big,  and  pulses  strong, 

And  brains  work  clear  and  quick ; 
And  lungs  are  sound,  and  the  stride  is  Ic 

And  it's  easy  to  keep  in  nick; 
And  to  see  if  a  man  be  right  or  wrong, 

You've  only  the  sides  to  pick. 

We  are  the  men  Avho  scorn  to  yield — 

"Who  serves,  bis  lot  is  shame; 
Our  joy  is  in  a  stricken  field 

With  men  who  play  the  game. 
These  are  the  days  of  stress  and  throe, 

And  iron  braiD  and  nerve; 
Bis. — And  runs  luck  high  or  runs  luck  low,  — 

No  quarter  to  men  who  swerve! 
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An  age  of  rigour,  toil,  and  fight, — 

We  hold  by  courtesy 
Of  conquest  what  we  claim  our  right, 

Nor  reck  of  chivalry. 
And  life  is  his  who  strikes  the  blow, 

And  death  is  his  who  falls: 
Bis.— And  runs  luck  high  or  runs  luck  low,- 

No  man  for  quarter  calls! 


flMcfeawa^. 


"But  I  do  it!    It  revolts  me,  but  I  do  it."— Mikado. 
Air — ' '  .1/  a  n  da  lay.' ' 

On  the  old  clay  patch  at  Kelburne 

Looking  eastward  to  the  sea, 
There's  a  tennis  court  wants  fixing, 

And  it's  there  you  ought  to  be; 
For  the  Council's  got  no  money, 

So  it's  thus  we  pay  our  way- 
Can 't  you  hear  old  Dixon  calling, 

"Come  and  graft  on  Saturday!" 

Chorus  : 

On  the  Salamanca  road, 
While  the  dray  tips  up  its  load, 
Can't  you  hear  the  shovels  scraping 
And  the  swung  pickaxes  play? 
On  the  Salamanca  road, 
Where  hard  labour's  d  la  mode, 
You  can  see  the  navvies  doing  time 
On  every  Saturday. 
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And  the  Council  came  approving, 

And  the  Profs,  they  raised  a  team ; 
And  the  Premier  as  we  cheered  him, 

Struck  a  monetary  seam; 
And  with  a  smile  and  a  shovel 

Unearthed  six  thousand  pounds; 
So  all  things  went  on  gaily 

In  the  Salamanca  grounds. 

No  place  for  cuffs  and  collars, 

And  your  boots  needn't  be  too  clean; 
What  you  want  are  hob-nailed  bluchers. 

And  sundry  togs  that  ' '  have  been ; ' ' 
For  Bothamley's  not  supervisor, 

And  we  haven't  come  here  on  parade, 
And  a  pick  and  long-handled  shovel 

Constitute  our  stock-in-trade. 

So  whether  you're  Arts  or  Science, 

Or  a  gentleman  at  large ; 
Whether  lar.k  or  lean  or  sturdy, 

We  won't  give  you  in  charge, 
So  long  as  you  raise  a  blister, 

So  long  as  you  earn  your  salt, 
On  the  old  clay  patch  at  Kelburne, 

Till  the  whistle  goes  for  "Halt!" 


Cborus. 


Am — "The  World  went  very  well  then." 

"His  energetic  fist 
Ever  ready  to  resist 
A  dictatorial  word.' ' — II. M.S.  Pinafore. 

Though  years  have  passed   since  the   age  of  stone, 

And  iron  now  calls  each   thing  her  own. 

This  a'_r<'  may  be  called  the  "Tick"  we've  shown, 

For  the  world  went  very  well  then. 
N 
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For  those  were  the  days  of  hack  and  hew, 
And  degrees  were  of  muscle,  of  bone,  and  thcw, 
And  lectures  were  hot,  and  strong,  and  few: 
Yet  students  worked  very  well  then. 

"I  once  was  a  nice  looking  youth." — Ruddigoke. 

At  last  these  men  like  the  fossils  came 
To  museum  shelves  with  their  iron  frame, 
And  skeletons  all  with  grins  proclaim 

That  the  Profs,  worked  very  well  then. 
And  now  that  age  has  passed  away, 
We  delve  sometimes  in  an  age  of  clay, 
And  we  dream  as  we  speed  the  parting  dray, 

That  the  "bees"  worked  very  well  then. 


tableau  in. — XTbc  ibtetortc  Rqc 


©pentno  Cborus. 

AlB — "Chorus  of  Men,''  from  "Mikado" 
"If  you  want  to  know  who  we  are" 

What  is  this  which  here  we  see ! 
There  is  very  soon  going  to  be 
At  our  University, 
Chair  of  Ancient  History. 

For  the  liberal  Government 
On  "humanity"  intent, 
Has  set  up  a  little  band, 
Seeking  history  of  the  land; 
Who  presently  will  expound, 
How  this  little  plot  of  ground, 
Originally  was  found,  Oh! 

"The  Government  has  decided  to  set  up  a  Commission  to- 
collect  information  from  the  fast  diminishing  band  of  pioneer 
colonists  as   to   the  events  which  occurred  in  the  early  days. 
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For  this  purpose  the  Colony  will  be  divided  into  districts, 
each  of  which  will  be  in  charge  of  a  sub-commissioner. 
Special  attention  is  to  be  paid  to  old  ivhalers  and  old  miners. 
It  is  hoped  that  much  reliable  and  interesting  information  will 
be  obtained." — News  Item. 


'My  knowledge  though  I'm  plucky  and  adventury, 
Eas  only  been  brought  down  to  the  beginning  of  the  century." 

— Pibates  of  Penzance. 


Hntiquarian  IResearcb, 

Ate — "Prithee  Pretty  Maiden." — From  "Patience." 
Duet — Lady  Commissioner  and  Sailor. 

L.C. — Prithee  hoary  sailor,  sitting  on  the  strand, 

(Hey,  but  he's  salty!     Billow,  billow,  baily!) 
"Were  you  of  the  party  that  first  found  this  land, 
Hey,  billow,  baily,  0 ! 

TeLl  me,  0  my  hearty,  were  you  of  that  party? 
Hey,  billow,  baily,  0 ! 

"Did  you  hear  him — did  you  hear  himt 
Don't  go  near   him — don't  go  near  him, 
Ee  is  swearing — he  is  swearing." — H.M.8.  Pinafore. 

S. —     Split  my  bowsprit!  yes  mum,  I  was  of  that 

crew; 
(Hey,  but  I'm  salty!     Billow,  billow,  baily!) 
Me  and  Cook  wuz  pals  mum,  just  as  thick  as 

glue; 
Hey,  billow,  baily,  0! 
You  should  see  the  gals  mum,  smiling  at  us 

pals  mum, 
Hey,  billow,  baily,  0 ! 

"/  offered  gold 
In  sums  untold 
To  all  who'd  contradict  mc." — Princess  Ida. 
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L.C. — Prithee  hoary  sailor,  will  you  please  tell  me. 
(Hey,  but  he's  briny;  billow,  billow,  baily!) 
Graphically  and  truly  of  that  history! 
Hey,  billow,  baily,  0 ! 

Kindly  tell  mc  duly,  graphically  and  truly, 
Hey,  billow,  baily,  0 ! 

S. —     Stow  my  mains '1!  yes  mum,  you  shall  hear 
the  lot. 
(Hey,  but  it's  briny!     Billow,  billow,  baily!) 
I  could  spin  a  yarn  mum,  spin  it  by  the  knot. 
Hey,  billow,  baily,  0! 
If  the  the  truth  you'd  larn,  mum;  listen  to  my 

yarn   mum, 
Hey,  billow,  baily,  0! 

"Here  followeth  the  entirely  veracious,  ingenuous  and  re- 
markable history  of  the  discovery  of  these  sometime  fortunate 
islands.'' 

Hnxntation  a  la  IDalse. 


Air — "Keep  off  the  (Jrass."—From  "Toreador." 

If  you  wants  to  get  on  the  land, 

Get   on   the   land, 
You  will  find  a  welcomin'  'and 

Upon  the  strand, 
We  are  'ungry  warriors  all, 

Yes,  every  inch, 
We  'ave  room  for  one  and  all, 

Yes,  at  a  pinch. 

Chorus  of  Men. 

Kamate  Hi !     Ka  ora  He !     Tenei  te  Hu ! 
Get  on  the  land,  get  on  the  land. 
You'll  find  a  welcome  most  hearty. 
Twont  be  our  fault 
If  you  lack  salt : 
So  come  to  our  small  dinner  party. 
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"An    acute    accentuation     of    supremest    ecstasy — which    the 
earthy  might  easily  mistake  for  indigestion." — Patience. 

"When  he's  excited  he  uses  language  that  would  make  your 
hair  curl." — Ruddigoke. 


Cborus. 


Air — "The  World  went  very  well  then.'' 

Should  you  wish  to  learn  of  times  remote, 
Of  the  deeds  men  did  who  never  wrote; 
Of  the  deals  they  dealt  and  the  smites  they  smote, 

And  the  way  the  world  went  then. 
Just  get  an  elderly  sailor-man 
Who  has  hunted  whales  for  a  goodish  span, 
And  ask  him  to  tell — if  tell  he  can — 

How  well  the  world  went  then. 

For  this  man  did  the  deeds,  you  know ! 
He  struck  the  stroke  and  he  dealt  the  bl< 
He  remembers  it  all — for  he  tells  you  so, 

And  the  world  went  very  well  then. 
He  learned  at  a  school  of  whales  to  spout. 
Of  the  Maori  rush  and  his  horrid  shout, 
If  he  was  not  there  he  was  there  about. 

And  the  whales  went  very  well  ther;. 
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tableau  w.—Zbe  Sabloifc  Hqc 


"Myself  when  young  did  eagerly  frequent 
Doctor  and  Saint,  and  heard  great  argument 
About  it  and  about:   but  evermore 
Came  out  by  the  same  door  where  in  I  went." 

Omar  Khayyam. 

©penino  Gborus. 

Aib — "My   object   all  sublime." — "Mikado." 

Bis. — Their  object  all  sublime  they  will  achieve  in 
time, 
To  make  the  masses  to  College  climb,  to  College 
gaily  climb; 
And  make  each  student  digest, 
With  alacrity  and  zest, 
His  Law  and  Latin  with  sugar  dressed. 
And  into  a  capsule  pressed. 

professorial  pills. 


Abb— "Sue  Little  Wives."— "San  Toy.'' 

"Some  said  '  John,  print  it,'  otliers  said  'No.'" 

— Bunyan's  Pil.  Progress. 

Solo— 

O !  my  name  was  John  Brown  when  my  life  first 

began ; 
I'm  an  Oxford  don  and  a  dinky  man: 
And  my  life  is  all  a  classical  pose, 
And  my  sole  delight  is  a  Latin  prose 
My  delight  Ciceronian  prose. 

Chorus — Bis. 

Bow  down,  bow  down  to  the  great  John  Brown ; 
Keep  clear  of  all  term  exam,  "spills;" 
Use  his  one  little — two  little — three  little — four 
little — five  little  classical  pills. 
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"Sing  'Booh  to  you — Pooh,  pooh  to  you!'  and  tliat's  what  I  shall 
say.' ' — Patience. 

0  !  my  name  it  is  Mac,  and  my  voice  it  is  crack ; 
I'm  the  real  Mackay  if  it's  culture  you  lack; 
My  lectures  are  what  you  may  safely  forget — 
Being  points  that  will  never,  O  never  be  set, 
Being  points  that  will  never  be  set. 

Chorus — Bis. 

Bow  wow,  pooh-pooh  to  the  mighty  Hugh — 
Kow  tow  to  whatever  he  wills; 
"With   his   one   little — two   little — three   little — 
four  little — five  little  sweet  Saxon  pills ! 

"The  world  is  but  a  broken  toy, 
Its  pleasures  hollow— false  its  joy. — Princess  Ida. 

0 !  my  name  is  Maclaurin — I  feel  rather  bored : 

1  used  to  toil  once,  but  I  've  got  my  reward : 
LL.D.  doncherknow,  and  'twould  be  infra  dig 
To  trouble  myself,  so  I  simply  look  big; 
Don't  trouble  myself  but  look  big. 

Chorus — Bis. 

O  bend  the  knee  to  our  LL.D. — 
He's  entitled  to  put  on  his  frills; 
With   his   one   little — two   little — three   little — 
four  little — five  little  cubic-root  pills. 

"My  morals  have  been  declared  particularly  correct." 

— Mikado. 

0!  my  name  is  von  Zed-litz  of  powder  the  said  : 
My  blood's  Oxford  blue  and  I'm  faultlessly  bred. 
They  say  I'm  a  hard-case — it's  my  little  way; 
And  I  know  what  is  what,  and  the  time  of  the  day — 
And  I  know  the  time  of  the  day. 
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Chorus — Bis. 

Bow  low,  bow  low  to  our  Oxford  beau, 

And  drink  in  the  lore  he  distils, 

"With   his  one   little— two   little — three  little — 
four  little — five  little  powdered  pills! 
"Comparisons  are  odorous." — Much  Ado  About  Nothing. 
Our  names  they  are  Easterfield  and  Kirk — 
An  odour  of  sanctity  hallows  our  work, 
From  gases  and  frogs  and  rabbits  a  few, 
And  the  air's  often  pink  but  mostly  blue — 
Often  pink  but  mostly  blue. 

Chorus — Bis. 
Make  room,  make  room,  for  the  latest  perfume : 
But  don't  take  too  much,  or  it  kills — 
Ugh!     Their  one  little— two  little— three  little 
— four  little  sulphurate-hydrogen  pills ! 

"There  be  seven  Richmonds  in  the  field.'' — Riciiabd  III. 
O !  my  name's  Tommy  Hunter  of  footballing  fame ; 
I'm  Richmond  who  "settled"  Justinian's  fame. 
One's  a  bitter  wee  pill  that  Petone  won't  take, 
The  other's  a  pill  that  won't  keep  you  awake — 
A  pill  that  won't  keep  you  awake. 

Chorus — Bis. 
0  pay  your  court  to  law  and  sport, 
They'll  remedy  all  of  your  ills ; 
With   his   one   little   referee — two   little— three 
little — four  little  somnolent  pills ! 

"I've  a  bright  intellectual  brain — 
In  Wellington  City 
There's  no  man  so  witty — 
Vie  thought  so  again  and  again." — Ruddigoee. 

O!  my  name  it  is  Salmond,  of  Continent  fame: 
As  for  Austin  and  Dicey  I've  snuffed  out  their  flame ; 
I'm  the  greatest  King's  Counsel  that  ever  you  saw, 
For  I  proved  King  Solomon  a  bachelor, — 
King  Sol.  was  a  gay  bachelor! 
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Chorus — Bis. 

So  let's  all  agree  with  our  great  K.C. ; 
And  don't  be  too  "late"  for  his  bills — 
Try  his  one  hundred- — two  hundred — three  hun- 
dred— four  hundred — five  hundred  Solomon 
pills ! 

Chorus — Bis. 

Their  object  all  sublime  they  will  achieve  in  time, 
To  make  the  masses  to   College   climb,  to  College 
gaily    climb ; 

And  make  each  student  digest, 

"With  alacrity  and  zest, 

His  Law  and  Latin  with  sugar  dressed 

And  into  a  capsule  pressed ! 

Cborus. 


Am — "The  World  went  very  well  then." 

So  quick  of  late  the  race  of  mind, 
That  never  mortal  its  speed's  divined, 
You  turn  a  handle,  a  screw  you  wind, 

And  the  brain  works  very  well  then. 
We  are  climbing  so  fast  by  jump  and  hop 
That  we  can't  turn  round  and  dare  not  stop, 
We  expect  a  smash  when  we  reach  the  top : 

But  we'll  all  be  lunatics  then. 

We've  discarded  ancient  tables  of  ston". 
We've  discarded  muscle,  and  thew,  and  bone; 
And  football  and  hockey  are  barbarous  grown 

Though  the  games  went  very  well  once. 
And  all  we  ask  is  the  sacred  pill, 
The  sovereign  cure  for  every  ill ; 
The  only  way  up  knowledge  hill, 

ThouL'li  the  Profs,  worked  very  well  <mce. 
o 
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Tn  this  future  age  the  museum  shelves 
Will  he  graced  with  hits  of  our  uohle  selves, 
•  Reclaimed  from  the  dust  by  the  man  who  delves 

And  wires  up  the  skeletons  then. 
By  the  side  of  Gilly.  I  lie  great  Von  Von 
Will  softly  creak  to  defunct  Brown  John, 
Some  interesting  details  of  the  late  Sorhonne, 

And  the  fate  of  heretics  then. 

Gborus. 


Am— "The    Old   Brigade." 

Just  one  stave  more  and  the  song  is  done, 

A  stave  for  the  olden  time ; 
One  age  has  passed  and  the  age  to  come 

Is  the  age  of  the  golden  prime ! 
So  praise  we  men  who  have  passed  away 

Who  held  to  a  legend  hold, 
Whatever  a  sordid  world  may  say, 

Wisdom  is  more  than  gold. 

Chorus — Bis. 
So  when  we  are  singing  of  College, 
Singing  the  songs  of  old, 

Think  of  the  past, 

Hold  to  the  last, 
That  it's  wisdom  that's  more  than  gold! 

For  this  is  the  burden  of  the  world, 

Which  it  speaketh  day  by  day; 
Though  many  a  worldly  lip  be  curled 

With  a  sneer  that  it  does  not  pay: 
In  our  ears  is  the  voice  of  a  Mammon  age, 

In  our  hearts  is  a  tale  that's  old, 
The  tale  of  our  garnered  heritage — 

The  wisdom  that's  more  than  gold! 
1906. 


%'i£w>oi. 

We  ain't  no  Irving 's  Lyceum, 

An'  we've  got  no  kit  or  paint; 

But  we  tries  ter  switch  the  limelight 

On  the  'ero  an'  the  saint; 

On    shy,    deservin'    critters 

Wot   'ang  back  nigh  the  wall: 

An'   on   them   coves   as   poses 

For  wot  they  ain't  at  all. 

We  don't  bill  mellerdramer, 

An'  tragedy  ain't  our  line, 

But  we  nobs  the  run  of  fellers, 

Wot  fice  the  rain  an'  shine. 

If  yer  thinks  as    'ow  they're  wasters, 

Yer  can   'oot  'em  orf  the  boards, 

But  if  their  parts  did  middlin', 

The  real  gent,   'e  applauds. 

S.S.M. 

Spike,"  1905. 
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